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The psecent’ problem... 


There is no doubt about it being * suit- 
able "’ if you give ANTLER Travel Goods % 
—an elegant gift which reflects the good 
taste of its donor. 

% Ladies please note! The ANTLER 
Companion Case (79/6d, inc. tax) has 
been designed especially for you—drop 
him a hinc. 
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BOOKSHOP 
qromons srenet LonDOF ©! 


eee eee 


Our 20 page Christmas Catalogue is now 
available. Call or write for a copy. 








THE TIMES BOOKSHOP 
WIGMORE STREET 
LONDON, W.1 











From ANTLER Authorized DEALERS 


- BROOKS & CO ‘to BIRMINGHAM 5 


Floors and furniture throughout Britain 
bear testimony to MANSION’S unvary- 
ing quality, the lasting beauty that it 
creates and the pleasant and hygienic 
atmosphere it promotes. 


MANSION is so easy and economical 


PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CIGARETTES For Dark Floors «se DARK MANSION 


MEDIUM OR MILD (woc 717%) 
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At rest, or thrusting forward swiftly, “st silently, the Zephyr-Six has much of 
the easy grace of fish. A fast car, it is also a very safe one. While stationary, it suggests surging power ; 
unleashed it embodies deep-chair ease. It is, then, swift, graceful and capacious ; but first and last it is 
economical. The recent price reduction of all Ford products emphasises Ford leadership in thrifty 
motoring. It is truly amazing that such high performance and quality can be allied with such moderate costs. 

ZEPHYR-SIX {532 PLUS PURCHASE TAX {297.1.1. 


Gra yx vx te te X& MOTORING — THE BEST AT LOWEST COST 
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THE BIG NAME ON 


Toway, a 150 years ago, when 
Noilly Prat made ‘ French’ famous 


throughout the world, this delightful * 

vermouth is still made only in France, % 

from French grapes by French master e X j a0r ( Mary 
blenders; still matured for years in the 


wood, and bottled in the large bottle. 

Yes, this is the original dry vermouth | e 

that blends so well with gin, so robust 

that it makes a complete aperitif on its | Si] O'S Oli 
own, or with just a sliver of lemon peel r kK | ) | 

squeezed and dropped into it. In Si ww, 

Summer, ice and soda may be added. 

So remember : 





i) - *% ” 
say Noilly Prat” ano 
YOUR FRENCH WILL BE PERFECT | 7. MANY PEOPLE, it would be an extra- 


ordinary suggestion that they should read 

the Manchester Guardian. They overlock the 
SLENDRD AND BOTTLED IN THE LARGE BOTTLE IN FRANCE | fact that it is a national, not a local, paper. They 

SOLE IMPORTERS: WH. CHAS ANDERSON & CO... UME STAEET. LONDON £C.1 


may think that it looks unexciting. Where are its 


enticements, its temptations, its naughty tidbits? 








It is only to those to whom crystal-clear water 
still tastes good, that the Manchester Guardian 
appeals. Its appeal, once felt, is strong. Good 
writing, by good minds, may not move the mill- 
ions. But it is moving to the lively-minded 
minority. 

The suggestion is that you should try the 
Manchester Guardian. It comes to you free from 
literary lipstick or slapstick. It looks at the world 
with honest eyes. 

You might—who knows?—find the 


Manchester Guardian more satisfying, more 


refreshing, than all your other daily reading put 
together. You can but try! 


If you have any difficulty in getting your Manchester 
Guardian regularly, please write to: The Manchester 
Guardian, Manchester. 


THE ROBERT SINCLAIR TOBACCO COMPANY LTD., WESTGATE RD. NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE,1 
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Mummy says 








are you ready, 











fn At On ¥ 





No, I’m afraid she’ll have to walk. 


Will she like that ? 
Not much. But tell her to look on the bright side— 
BP Super will soon be here. 


What difference will that make ? 


All the difference between pinking and pulling—in fact 
it will make for better performance all round. 


What will BP Super do, Daddy ? 


It will put paid to pinking and give us more miles per shilling. 
You can tell Mummy it’s going to be a super season for 70 BANISH 


mooring when BP Super comes. PINKING 


(BP) is the trade-mark of ANGLO-IRANIAN OIL COMPANY, LTD., whose world-wide resources are behind it. 
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The ROUND 
whisky in the 
SQUARE bottle 


The smoothness 
you look for... 


Just as a good sward is a mixture of grasses, a good Scotch 
whisky is a blend of single whiskies. And like well-kept turf, your 
good Scotch must above all be 
smooth, or ‘* round’. The 
smoothness you enjoy in 
Johnnie Walker is due to the 
skill of its blenders, who merge 
the fine selected whiskies in 
perfect harmony. That is why 
you will find no finer Scotch 
whisky than Johnnie Walker 


JOHNNIE 
WALKER 


BORN 1820— still going strong / 


.?) 








FRANCE 


for everyone ! 


Details from your Travel Agent 
or apply to the 


FRENCH GOVERNMENT 
TOURIST OFFICE 
178, PICCADILLY,LONDON,W.1 
for Paris Booklet BS, Winter 
Sports Booklet B9 or Riviera 
Folder B10. 








NED AS A SUITE- 


Steel for strength, 
Constructors C 


—_ 

This suite, characterised by the pleasing symmetry of its lines, is 

designed for the use of those who look for distinction in their equipment 

and are in a position to demand it. Parts supplied separately if 
desired. Please write for catalogue P.760 for full description. 


CONSTRUCTORS 


STEEL EQUIPMENT FOR . OFFICE AND FACTORY 


tesved by Constructors Group Tourn Rd. Birmingham 24. Tel. * ERDington 1616 
Londen Office : 98 Park Lane, W. | el. MAYtair 3074. 
Also in Manchester and Leeds 
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lis as good as they say!— tts the EASY way! 


HINK A MOMENT! You've got to shave 

every day for the rest of your life. So 
why not decide now, once and for all, to do 
it the easy way—-with the Philips Philishave ? 
No soap-and-water mess. No cuts. No 
trouble. And the special action of the all- 
round shaving head, with its unique six- 


PHILIPS 


CALLEN HAVE 


ELECTRIC DRY SHAVER 





bladed rofary action, gives the cleanest, 
quickest, smoothest dry shave ever. 

Special handy shape—casy to hold at 
all angles — and beautifully finished. For 
AC/DC mains, 100-250v— plugs into 
lighting point if desired. With smart zip- 
fastener case {6.19.6 (tax paid). 


ails 


Ea ier 
Smoothe: 


Sh ving 


RADIO AND TELEVISION RECEIVERS - LAMPS AND LIGHTING EQUIPMENT * ‘PFHOTOFLUS” FLASHHULSS, 


PHILIPS ELECTRICAL LTD., CENTURY HOUSE, SHAFTESBURY AVENUE, LONDON, W.C.2. 





(.213.c) 








-) A very fine cigar ina 
sealed aluminium tube to keep it 
in perfect condition. What better 
Christmas gift than this—in any 


If you still wear your pre-war pyjamas, they’re 
almost certainly ‘Luvisca’. And if you haven’r 
discovered ‘Luvisca’ yet, you should—they’re soft, 
smooth, amply cut, good to look at — and above 
all, hard wearing . . . better pyjamas, in fact, 
than you've ever had before! Pleaty of patterns, 
including plain colours. 


number from one upwards! 


3/6 cach 


; hes 
| th of cigar 4h inc 
collars. All good outfitters stock ‘Truvisca’ shirts. y Nyy, Acie . 


Luvisca.... | 


of five cigars 
OLD VICARAGE ROAD, EXETER. 
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how nie 


le have 


.... Sweet interlude 


<—_ 


> How time flies! N — 
= ¢ flies! No sooner ( do 


I break the seal on a box of these 





the 
time. 


tome that 

wm entiorely free 
even on washday 
It the quickest 
cleanest, simplest way m 
the world to wash and it's 
‘ Heotpeount Your clothes 
cleaner and thev last heaps longer 


You will be more than thankful you bought a Hotpomt 


ntakes lme for you 


THE HOTPOINT ELECTRIC APPLIANCE CO LTO 
PETERBOROUGH ENGLAND 
LONDON OFFICE & SHOWROOMS CROWN HOUSE ALOWYCH 
an whit Camron iT . ane erOun 47 


<cner 6 en t. TO akowr  .ttOs 
A NEWCASTLE NOBWCH NOTTINGHAM BEADING 


~ owner 





PLEASE TICK LITERATURE REQUIRED 
Washing Machine Clowes Oryer 
Refrigerators Water Heaters, Cleaners Toasters, trons 
Fores. Boiling Rings Fans. Kitchen Sinks and Cabinets 


troning Machines 


eo of We AL! group of compere: 


wonderful 
Regency Candies than one heavenly 
try and another or, and an- 
other and before I know where I am 
sorry darling I did mean to save you on: 


But look! There’s another layer! 


3 CLARNICO 


pene : 


CANDIES 


CLARNICO LIMITED 
VICTORIA PARK. LONDON 


The 
2.8. A.1, — 
Plinth Light 





Wily +---me « + CCSt 
Ci . ecstatic 


Cs mouthful leads to another 


This lovel, 


; light’ 


Nothing else can = the 
diaphanous beauty of flowers 
displayed on a R.E.A.L. 
Plinth. This lovely light, 
flowing softly upwards, 
reveals the delicate charm of 
each petal and adds a mys- 
terious glory to the foliage. 
This Plinth has a classical 
dignity of design. It is beau- 
tifully finished in a choice of 
soft pastel shades, gilt lustre 
or eggshell black. Mounted 
on rubber feet to prevent 
damage to furniture, it is 
fitted with a porcelain lamp- 
holder and three yards of 
flexible cord. The diffusing 
glass is strong enough to 
carry any vase or bowl. 


40/- 


Tax paid, from most good 
electrical stores. 


A PERFECT GIFT FOR THE FLOWER LOVER 


If you don’t know ail about Plinth Lighting, please write for your 


free copy of . “New L 


ight on Flora”. 


Rowlands Electrical Accessories Ltd., (Dept. T) R.E.A.L. Works, Birmingham, I8 
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Chairs for my customers | 
- hip-pip hooray! | 


“ My latest dining version of the traditional Windsor Chair,” 
said the ERCO Lion, “ is causing many people to sit up in comfort e" 
andthe unties, Meteo phelaninepetion teaiioccnnd | Z a! 
finish and the detachable pallet cushions which successfully avoid , C2, sel /' 
shining after-effects no matter how often you sit on them. My JOU ating 
chairs are designed in cither natural or dark wood with the ten- Z f 
derest consideration for the sitter’s anatomy (and his pocket). All € (orlermea wn 
good furniture shops get a supply — a policy of chair and chair 
alike. Call at your nearest stockist and see them for yourself.” 


FURNITURE INDUSTRIES LTD * HIGH WYCOMBE - BUCKS Ss r L J B=} R Ss 


oe aK oo 


gift ! SWORD ~ 


N cay waarrins® 


- Ld AS 
GARDEN TooLs _ OR cnniere 


he 
would 


like?! 


You won't see many “UNICORNS” about, and never in the shops. 
For these fabulous briefcases are as rare as the skill of the 
craftsmen who make them to individual order. Yet a UNICORN, patent 
slim but capacious, and hand-finished in English hide, is a : Seni 15]- Q 
surprisingly reasonable buy, because you pay only workbench prices. i 38 
Two interior foolscap compartments and zip-sealed section 
for overnight things. Capacious exterior zip pocket for news- 
papers, books, etc. English lever lock and fittings of solid 
brass. Single handle. Press studs in the base for slimming. 
Size 17° x 114° in golden tan, brown or black 
_ smooth polished hide at 9 guineas; or in ‘id an i THE PERFECT GIFT 
genuine selected pigskin (golden tan or ; iis ig is FOR ALL GARDENERS 
_ Autumn tan shades) at 12 guineas, post « \ : :: : : i 
pee. hentia Sihlle ati, Sas 4 é is ; i di AVAILABLE FROM ALL STOCKISTS 
16° x 10)", available separately * . } : 3 ‘Ei i 
at £2.5.0 and £2.15.0 respectively ~ 7 : ei e 
Unicorn Leather Co. Ltd. eves: en. Woodhitt Works, Bury. Lancs. | 


Obtainabte only 
direct from the crafts- 
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QUICK TURN ROUND 


[ue S.S. “ Eumaeus”’ rammed the 


quay at Hongkong and stove in 


her bows. The hole was filled in 
with concrete and in this state 
she steamed back to a shipyard in 
Glasgow to be repaired. The first 
step in the repair was, obviously, 
It could be 


chipped out — all 4 tons of it —a few 


to dislodge the concrete. 


pounds at a time with road drills, 
crowbars and chisels. But at 
this point L.C.1. was asked to 
remove it with explosives. 


Though it is easy enough to 


break up concrete by this means, it 
was more difficult to find a way of 
blasting without at the same time 
damaging either the rest of the ship, 
the nearby ships in the yard, or the 
adjoining property. The technical 
service department of IL.C.I.’s Nobel 
Division, drawing on 80 years’ 
experience of explosives, knew the 
answer. 

The concrete was removed safely, 

and the S.S. “ Eumaeus” was 

back in service in a comparatively 


short time. 
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Cocktails 


at 5 miles ~ 
a minute 


The welcome aperitif served with 

the Captain's compliments is but 

one of the many delights of your 

Qantas flight. Faultiess personal 

service is a habit with Qantas—a habit 

born of over thirty-two years’ airline exper- 

ience. You'll find the same careful consideration for your comfort 


on every inch of Qantas’ 50,000 miles of world air routes. Ask your 


travel agent. 

Linking Australia with Indonesia, Malaya, India, Pakistan, 
Lebanon, Europe, South Africa, Pkilippines, Japan, Hong Kong, 
New Zealand, und over 60 airports covering the South-West Pacific. 


+ 


QANTAS EMPIRE AIRWAYS LTD. (inc. in Queensiand) oo aout vr. 


Consult your travel agent—of QANT 
@ Piccadilly (mayram 9200)—or any office a BOAL. 


Fly QANTAS — there's a world of difference ! 


AUSTRALIA'S 
INTERNATIONAL 
AIRLINE 


no FERAL 


& Write vour 
copres* 


bouxiet 
neon-ferreus 
metals 











impudence... 


. . is that which makes the impossible appear a common- 
place accomplishment. We pray that you will not think 
us impudent if we remind you that in matters pertaining 
to brass (and other non-ferrous metals) we try to over- 
come the “* impossible” foundry problem. 


talk o Ohalmers 


about Bits) ingots 


olso Gunmetat, Phespror Bronze & Manganese Broare Ingots 
€. CHALMERS & Co., Led., Newhaven Road, Leith, Edinburgh, 6 elep 36611 
and ot NEWCASTLE-ON.-TYNE. BIRMINGHAM and GLASGOW 


i 
| 
' 
' 
| 


Taleo 











OLD 
CHELSEA 


for china 








ai Pres 


“that Ww | > 


Aclsalhale leis 
rob you 





for your glass 


A Noble Scotch 
Blended for Connoisseurs 


coe ere 
PENC 
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WOLSELEY 


herald anew era in car 
values, with this exciting model 


THIS lively car gives fast mileage on low fuel consumption 
roomy comfort with graceful lines. It has the appearance, the 
amenities and the distinction of a car far in advance of its 
attractive price. With it, Wolseley offer an entirely new standard 
of value to the man of good taste and modest means. The current 


‘Four Pifty’’ an'\ ‘Six Eighty’’ models round off « most attractive 
Wolseley range 


BUY WISELY —BUY WOLSELEY 


WOLSELEY MOTORS LTD., COWLEY, OXFORD 


Overseas Business: Nuffield Exports Lid., Oxford, and 41 Piccadilly, London, W.) 
Lendon Showrooms: 12 Berkeley Street, W.1 





Tenova 


The lastex band 
at the top 
keeps them up 

the cut-out 
keeps them 
comfortable 


Nylon 
reinforced. 


Sele a The same fine quality 
Havana wrappers are used 


for both brands of cigars. 


s " 
IS? Regent Street, London, WW). Write 
of “rT 8 


LL. 








Jamaica's and Havana's Best Cigars 
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A distillate of finest 
Dutch caraway seeds, 
a digestive quite exceptional... 


Py 
“s 


Bolskummel. It is not 
t the caraway seeds (and 
herbs) from which it is 
re once used to pay taxes, 
riguing flavour and 
inviting aroma are the birthright 
only of a liqueur born to high 
estate They are in fact the 
characteristics of a delectable 


digestive the extra dry 5. S65 


quality of which is based 


Y Awe’ 


on a centuries-old secret. 


+ The House of Bole wae founded in Amsterdam ta 
1575 — ever thirty years before Rembrandt was born. 
Other Bola liqueurs include Apricot Bola, 

Cherry Bols and Dry Orange Curacao. 


The 


STORMOGUIDE 


The ‘Stormoguide’ is more than just 
a barometer. Its ially marked dial 
enables fucure weather conditions to be 
determined with accuracy, at a glance. 
The ‘Stormoguide’ is made by Short & 
Mason Ltd., the famous precision instru- 
ment makers whose range of 20 different 
*Stormoguides’, and barometers, is on 
display now at your jewellers or opticians. 
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“VE were travelling up the river 

Jequitinhonha, in the State of 
Bahia, by canoe, to reach a famous 
garimpo (a camp of diamond panners), 
when the strap of my Rolex broke, and 
the watch disappeared into the flood. 
Search proved useless and I was obliged 
to continue, with a heavy heart. Two 
months later, I stopped for the night 
several miles below the point where I had 
lost my Rolex, That night, sitting round 
the fire, we began talking. Asked how 
things were going, an old garimpero said, 
“Very badly, sir. Pedro dos Santos 
thought he’d found a large piece yester- 
day, but it was only a watch.’ 

“My heart stopped. I asked to see the 
find. Seornfully my dear Kolex was 
hurled at me across the fire. Pedro con- 
sented to sell it willingly, thinking that a 
watch that had been in the water was 
worth nothing, and with a broad grin at 
the idiocy of this foreigner he pocketed 
five ‘milreis.’ The laugh was on the other 
side of his face when a few minutes later 
I put it back on my wrist and set it 
going!” 

This is an extract from a letter written 
to Rolex by a customer, Mr. Victor L. 
Bondi, now of Geneva. We think it 
speaks for itself. There are few hardships 
a Rolex watch cannot undergo; that 
delicate mechanism is so well made, so 
well protected by the Oyster case. This, 
anyway, is the true story of what 
happened to one Rolex Oyster, 

You may say that your watch is never 
likely to be subjected to such rugged 
tests. All watches are subjected to tests ; 
the hazards of day-to-day wear are 
slighter, but more insidious. But a watch 
such as this can always function per- 
fectly, untouched by dust or dirt, water 
or perspiration. Isn't perfection what 
you ask for in a watch? Don’t forget that 
the more junior member of the Rolex 
family, the Tudor, is also protected by 
the Oyster case. 





% Mr. Bondi’s original letter can be inspected at the 
offices of the Rolex Watch Company, 18 Rue du 
Marché, 








A letter from Brazil* 


Delicacy and strength are com- 
bined to perfection in the Rolex 
Oyster. Delicacy of movement, 
so that its accuracy is un- 
questioned ; strength of construc- 
tion, so that no dust or damp or 
water can penetrate that perfect- 
ly waterproof Oyster case and 
harm the movement. 


“. . «We were travelling up the river Jequitinhonha, in the 


State of Bahia, by canoe, to reach a famous garimpo . . .”” 


FREE COLOUR BROCHURE 
OF ROLEX WATCHES 


w 
ROLEX 


A landmark in the history of time measurement 


THE ROLEX WATCH COMPANY LIMITED, (4. WILSDORP, GOVERNING DIRECTOR), 
1 GREEN STREET, MAYFAIR, LONDON, W.1 








A refreshing change has taken place in the 


last twelve months 


‘ins 


from the gentle craft of finding 


nylons to the subtler art of choosing them. 


how to suit 


Choosing nylons is like choosing 
hats— or any other accessory, 
There's room for choice and foible, 
styles to suit your fancy. 
For instance . . . Save a pair 
or two of 30 denier MESH 
for country-going (very ‘correct’ 
with tweeds-— pretty, too, and 
last well) Have fun with 
PATTERNED nylons — 15 denier 
mesh, lace-knit, clocks, zebra- 
striped or frame heels. These 
ean dramatise a dark, formal 
suit, give the starkly plain 


dress immense sophistication 


ERTL Gr Re eS 


your fancy 


ee helped, of course, by unfussy 
shoes. Experiment with SHADOW 
BACKS. Slimming, softly- 
shadowed legs and dark seams 
compliment legs and patterned 


_ a3 ee <9 


NYLON SHOPGUIDE 


‘SPECIAL’ NYLONS; 

Pully fashioned. 15 denier/51, 4, 60 or 
6 gauge. 15 denier, mesh or lace-knit. 
Curcular bait. 1S denier, plain or mesh. 
‘EVERYDAY’ NYLONS; 

Fully f onmed, 30 denier 45, 48, 51 of 


4 gauge 


Careula 30 demir 


‘COUNTRY’ NYLONS; 
Fully fashioned. 30 denier mesh or lace 
knit. 


Circular knit, 30 denier mesh. 


Cireular knit nylons fit surprisingly well 
because, unlike other seamless stockings, 
they can be permanently set to shape 
They are made with or without seame 


Keep this reference by you; you'll find it makes Nylon Shopping 
easier and Nylon Wearing all that it should be. 


Punch, November 19 1952 


dresses too . . . it’s up to you to 
team them cleverly. 
[ry BARE-LEG nylons with your 
next pair of sandals. Seamless, 
circular knit (and set to shape), 
bare-leg nylons make a 
flattering second skin. 
These are only a few ideas to 
inspire you. Soon we shall all 
know our own way with nylons 
. meantime, it’s gay to 
explore. 


— more Kandt 
Lous to 
A Ga 


= i British Nylon Spinners Limited. 
Nylon) Pontypeel, Mon. 





Kileen Joyce is giving her son 


Begs nga a Parker ‘51? for Christmas 


amd a woman of 


leyanee » her son John she wm giving 

r Christmas a Parke yt Kileen Joyee was 

n Tasmania, though she has made this Ir goes almost without saving that people witha reputation for good 
nt her home » iin 
intry her hom taste should write with a New Parker ‘51 and should choose it as 


a special gift. For them, the best is natural. 


The New Parker ‘51’ is a beautiful example of contemporary design. 
Mechanically, also, it is many years in advance of other pens: its 
unique Aero-metric ink system draws up, stores, and releases ink in an 
entirely new, reliable way. 


It is most people’s ambition to own a New Parker ‘51.’ As a special 


present, nothing could be more welcome. 


In four colours and eight nib grades. Price 86/2. 


new Parker ‘5V 


The world’s most wanted pen 


‘51° PEN AND PENCIL SET £6.4.1. 
Other famous Parker models—— New Duofold pen, 39 9, pencil to 
match 21.5; Victory pen 25.1, pencil to match 18 4. All pen 


and pencil sets in presentation cases GIVEN AND USED BY FAMOUS PEOPLE 


THE PARKER PEN COMPANY LIMITED - BUSH HOUSE - LONDON . 











VERMOUTH 
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ey 


SEE all::--HEAR all 


The famous G.t.c. initials are a guarantee of 
great technical skill and sound built-in craftsmanship. 
Ask your approved G.t.c. dealer to demonstrate the fine 
qualities of this 12” table set, BTS146 at 69 gns. tax paid 


SAY 
FEC. 
TELEVISION AND RADIO 
— You can depend on it! 


in cars— 





The General Electric Co. Lid 


/ fot Fy 


SWAP oo 


4 PEP EI whatever the day’s activities 
PESCO underwear is the 
discriminating man’s close 
and sympathetic companion 





If your idea of masculine underwear is that it should 
be snug, warm, superb in styling and entirely com- 
£ : 
plementary to the cut of your outer clothing — then 
you, Sir, are a discriminating man. None other than 
: Pesco can satisfy your demands. 
For cosy, all- iat 
over warmth on 
the coldest of 
nights; in two ELECTRIC . Make your personal choice from the 
: f HEATING PAD : wide range available, in both pure 
Stses, of Invaluable 7 wool and sik & wool at Men's 
double and Outfitters everywhere. We shall be 
: during illness | nanee te cond the seme of goer 
single beds. where the appli- ei - nearest stockist on receipt of a 
From all good cation of warmth . posteard. 
Blectric can relieve pain _ " 


and assist 
Dealers. recovery. 





PETER SCOTT & CO-LTD- HAWICK - SCOTLAND 





BULPITT & SONS LTD., BIRMINGHAM 18 











HAT 


do 


the 


people say? 


Trends of public opinion and habit are very much the concern of the 
progressive manufacturer. He needs to know what the public think and 
say about his product, how they use it, and when, and how often. 


The makers of Dettol have good reason to know 
how their antiseptic stands with the medical profes- 
sion. More than nine out of ten of all the doctors in 
Great Britain use Dettol. In more than 90% of our 
hospitals and maternity clinics Dettol is in daily use. 
But how do the people at home, the fathers and 
mothers, the sisters and brothers, use Dettol ? 

To learn more about this, the makers of Dettol 
instituted an extensive enquiry. Several thousand 
homes were visited. Here they publish the inter- 
esting and sometimes surprising results of this 
wide-scale investigation. 


DETTO 


Obtainable from all chemists 
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In the several thousand homes visited, Dettol was 
found to be in frequent use for the following purposes: 


Minor wounds. 
Septic wounds. 

Bites and stings. 
Pimples and spots. 
Rashes. 

Feminine and 
personal hygiene. 

In the bath. 

Gargles and 
mouthwash. 

Washing hair. 
Dandruff and cleaning 
hair brushes. 
Laundering. 

Washing bathroom. 
Spraying sick room. 
Bedroom utensils. 
Cleaning kitchen sinks, 
drains and lavatories. 
Washing floors 

and carpets. 

Pets’ minor wounds. 
Bathing animals. 
Kennel spraying. 
Cleansing bird cages 
and poultry houses. 


’ 
L The safe way 


In view of the essential 
part which Dettol plays in 
the antiseptic routine of 
almost all our great hospi- 
tals, it is singular, though 
perhaps not surprising, to 
learn that Dettol has found 
so many and diverse uses in 
the home. 

But these uses, taken 
together, are evidence of a 
growing realisation that @ 
germ is a germ, infection is 
infection, no matter where 
it be. They are proof of 
widespread confidence in 
the germicidal efficacy 
of Dettol. 


to safety 


wherever infection threatens 











CHARIVARIA 


ig is a commonplace that ours is an age of changing 
values, but the fact has seldom been brought home 
so sharply as in the recent court case over the pollution 


of rivers by detergents. 


Oh 


a 


Owing to some confusion over identity, a boy who 
entered a Liverpool hospital to have a splinter taken 
out of his thumb had his appendix removed instead. 


Luckily, 


it happened to be a job that needed doing 
and, as his mother said afterwards, “ 
have turned out for the best.” 


iverything may 
There has been no 


announcement, so far, about what was taken out of 


the other boy’s thumb. 


a 


aN 


a of Encouragement for the 
ey Who Sometimes Wonders if He 
is ‘tone the Courage of His Musical Convictions 


Mr. Scott Goddard, in the 

News Chronicle : 

“Most remarkable of all was 
the performance of Tchaikov- 
sky's * Romeo and Juliet,’ which 
must have placed the work in 
a new light for many of the 
audience. Tho music seemed 
to recapture its youth.” 


a 


Mr. Ceeil = in the Daily 

Expre 

“Sir F tei Boult and 
the London Philharmonic 
Orchestra ploughed through 
mane gh ‘Surprise’ Symphony 

Tchaikovsky's ‘Romeo 
and Juliet’ ina fashion border- 
ing on the disgraceful.” 


a 


The ingenuity of a ship's stewardess recently 
arrested for trying to smuggle cigarettes by hiding 
them in the false chimney of an imitation fireplace in 


the liner’s lounge just lacked the touch of genius 
that a sprinkling of synthetic soot would have 
provided. 


rc) a 


Irresistible Force Anxious Meet Another 


“Gentleman, hard, blunt and ruthlessly efficient, uires 
administrative post of organization. Excellent recon! produced 
at interview. Only eraployers of similar natar n apply.” 

Advertisement in The Tomes 


& a 


Because it caused workers to stop and clap, and 
while clapping to drop things, the B.B.C. are to drop 
broadcasts of a clapping dance tune. Managements 
are hoping that with the dropping workers will stop 
stopping and clapping and dropping and get cracking. 


a a 


Lord Calverley’s plea in the Lords for a cheerful 
programme at Covent Garden during Coronation Year, 
with no “frozen mitts or tiny hands,” will carry added 
weight with those who recall that before his elevation - 
he was Mr. George Muff. 


2 a 


Kent is to introduce a daily weather survey system 
under which observers will cover the whole county 
early each morning and report local conditions to 
centres at Charing, Faversham, Marden, Wrotham 
and Tollgate, whence the information will be passed 





to Maidstone for co-ordination and map recording. 
In this way motorists will be able to telephone Maid- 
stone before setting out for the day and learn at once 
what the weather would have been like if they had 
got off as early as they meant to 


a a 


It is reported from America that when an amateur 
production of The Front Page, a play about newspaper- 
men, was recently staged by newspapermen of the 
Minneapolis Star and Tribune, one member of the cast 
was the Star's dramatic critic. There was a flood of 
offers from professional actors eager to understudy 
him at his office 


a & 
Giving evidence against a farm labourer charged 


with poaching, a constable said that when he entered 
the man's house there were eight rabbits on the kitchen 
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explanation that he had just opened a food parcel from 


Australia. 


ak 


“ 


“'wO-OHANGE AIR JOURNEYS IN FUTURE” 


Headline in the Sunday Times 


There isn't much change now. 


& 


Q. and 


“ Everyone to-day is talk 
ing about chlorophyll, the 
substance that removes un 
pleasant smells. Housewives 
are using chlorophyll pro 
ducta to banish the emell of 
cooking from their kitchens 
and almost every day new 
preparations are coming on 
the market to sweeten the 
atmosphere of odours that 
have long worried humanity 
Just what is this chloro 


« 


A 


leaves an 
ehlorophyliase = is 
found which acts m alcohol, 
acetone or water to hydrolyze 
the phyty! group, replacing it 
with the aleohol group from 
the aleoholic solvent or by 
H in the case of acetone or 
water media... The phytyl 
group can be introduced into 
pheophorbide and Mg can be 
introduced into pheophytin 
by use of the Grignard 


In many 
enzyme 


table 


“TL RE's a picture of me with 
4 'Arry Wragg,” shouted the 


little man in the jockey’s cap. “I 
don't care if I never see none of you 


but I ‘ave an ‘orse that’s not 
bettin’. For ‘arf a 
crown you can ‘ave it. Virtually 
gratis,” he added classically. 

I sneered and moved on towards 
a large figure in a check coat who 
was holding up a sheaf of five-pound 


notes 


ayain 


even in the 


You know me,” he cried. “I 
went through the card at Pontefract 


~o, 


MA 


The court was not satisfied with the accused's 


phytit” 


& & 


TOUT LE MONDE 


last week. Every race a winner 
To-day I ’ave been given two ‘orses 
that will come ‘ome hunopposed. 
You can ‘ave Gordon. You can 
keep Charlie Smirke. Mine are the 
authenticated winners.” He put 
away his bundle of notes and hauled 
out a large and imposing envelope. 
“J am the only man ‘ere that 
received a ticket from the Lord 
Chamberlain for the Royal Com 
mand Performance.” ’ 

“Got your cards, more like,” 
suggested a voice from the crowd 

“You may laugh,” said the large 
man, “but ’ere,” he dug in another 
pocket, “is a picture of me with 
Lord Rosebery at Ascot.” 

My lip wrinkled in contempt 
and I moved on again towards a 
tall, lean individual in immaculate 
jodhpurs who was standing before 
a ground-sheet covered with form- 
books, notes and silver 

“IT was a trainer,” he said 
mournfully, “and I was warned 
off: I can't tell you the ‘ole story 
now, but ‘ere is a photograph of me 
leadin’ in one of my winners at 
Windsor.” It looked to me much 
more like a stable-hand leading out 
a loser at Warwick, but I forbore 
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London Opinion 


reaction.” 
Encyclopadia Britannica 


from comment. I smiled to myself, 
and then my attention was caught 
by a ferocious roar a little farther 
along. 

“I'm ‘Arf-a-Dollar ‘Arry, and 
I've found it, I’ve found it.” 

“If you took your clothes off 
you'd be Harchimedes,” 
eynical onlooker. 

“You needn't 
winner, my 


said a 


‘ave the next 
friend,” replied the 
raucous voice, “but my analysis of 
the latest form leads me to believe 
that only one ‘orse ‘as any chance. 
I want you all to take advantage of 
this knowledge. Go in the ring, ’ave 
a good bet, and thank me after- 
wards. I could charge you five 
oncers for this information, but I 
shan’t. I shan’t even charge you a 
even ‘arf a bar. Two 
shillings and sixpence, ladies and 
gentlemen, is the price of 
knowledge.” 

The red face of the speaker 
glared about him. “I don’t ‘ave to 
do this,” he said; “I do it as a 
favour to the bettin’ publie. I don’t 
live in Shadwell, you know.” He 
brought out a visiting card and 
waved it before our eyes. “’Arf 
Moon Street,” he said significantly. 


quid , hot 
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“And on the ‘phone. The best 
address of any tipster ‘ere to-day.” 

I shrugged my shoulders dis- 
dainfully and went to place my bet, 
unmoved by these various pleas. 
As I approached the line of book- 
makers’ stands, a wizened nervous 
little man drew alongside me, 
proffered me a slip of paper, and 
whispered without hyperbole: “Sixt 
pence, mister.” Taking pity on this 
naive and uncomplicated offer, I 
handed over sixpence. He gave me 
the slip, whispered “God bless you, 
mister,” and retired rapidly into 
the crowd. 

The slip stated simply, in block 
capitals, “ EGGSHELL.” 

I backed my original horse and 
thought no more about “ Eggshell” 
until it won by three lengths at ten 
to one. I was somewhat annoyed 
at this, and I was strolling away 
from the rails, regretting that I had 
not put at least a nominal sum on 
the horse, when T saw my wizened 
friend again. What was worse, he 
saw me. Head up and shoulders 
back, he strode towards me, bellow- 
ing in a stentorian voice: “I gave 
that ‘orse. You could all ‘ave been 
on, like this gentleman ‘ere. "E will 
vouch for the truth of what I say.” 
Reluctantly I vouched. “And now, 
sir, you will, of course, be the first 
to ‘ave the second leg of my day’s 
double for the modest sum of five 
shillings.” With a smile on my face 
and rage in my heart, I paid up and 
received my second slip of paper, 
then I slunk into the anonymity 
of the crowd. I passed a young 
couple, and before I drew out of 
earshot I heard the man say “Sec 
that supercilious bloke, Glad, that 
was talking to that little feller’ 
Dead clever they are. "E never ‘ad 
the winner; ’e's just a confederate.” 

“Coo!” said Glad. “'E looks 
quite the gentleman too.” 


a a 


“Frank G-—— .«» Was fined £3 at 
Radatock Petty Sessions on Monday for 
driving his motor-car without due care 
and attention on the Raddstock-Bath 
road. It was alleged that his rear bumper 
became entangled with the front bumper 
of the car ho was following.” 


Somerset Standard 
Diagram, please. 


STANZAS WRITTEN UNDER THE 
INFLUENCE OF ECONOMICS 


‘CO® where are you going to, all you abstemious, 
Whom few taxes touch and few Budgets 


displease ?” 


“We're not going anywhere, that’s the whole object — 
We stay where we are in dispassionate case.” 


“But why so lethargical, all you abstemious, 
And don’t you find life indescribably flat ?"’ 
“We do in a way, but we're fighting inflation— 

We get all our gratification from that.” 


“But what of the railways’ diminishing profits, 
And what of the salesmen whose wares you ignore?” 
“ They ‘ll keep going somehow, we're perfectly certain— 
Most likely by charging the rest of you more.” 


‘So it comes down tothisthen, you plaguy abstemious— 
We spend extra money for you to feel good?” 
“You can put it like that if you must be offensive; 
We always did say we were misunderstood.” 
Ricuarp Mavietr 
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LIVES OF GREAT MEN 
ALL REMIND US... 


— temptation to compare the lives of Dwight 

1). Fisenhower and Lacius Q. Cincinnatus is so 
resistible that no one seems to have attempted it except 
But Plutarch would certainly have done it, 
and who am I to stand aloof where Plutarch would 
undoubtedly have stepped in! 

Both men had farming in the blood. How often 
the young Cincinnatus looked up from his furrow, or 
farrow, as he went about his daily toil, or at night time 
gazed up at the Star Bodtes to dream of the destiny 
of Rome, we are not told—or if we are, I have not 
found the reference. But of his great American 
counterpart The Times says: 

‘As youngsters the six Eisenhower boys tended 
the family garden, cared for the chickens, milked the 
family cow, and there was no time and little inclination 
to drink at the fountains of European literature.” 

Such also, I think, were the labours, and such the 
abstemious drinking habits, of Lucius Q. Cincinnatus. 
Both men were called from the plough to save the 
world. Cincinnatus some two and @ half thousand 
years ago conquered and destroyed the Aiqui, a 
pestilent tribe of whom I scorn to speak, and rescued 
the Consul Minucius, no doubt a very agreeable man. 
Eisenhower defeated the Nazis and liberated half the 
countries of Europe. If this seems at first sight a 
greater and more difficult task, we have only to 
remember how silly it would seem if the most celebrated 
city of Christendom were now known as Alba Longa or 
Preeneste, which, had it not been for L. Q. Cincinnatus, 
might easily have occurred, 

Both men returned to the plough. 
Cincinnatus did 


myself 


At any rate 
Of Eisenhower it is more accurate 
to say that he cast aside his military robe and became 
plain Mr. Eisenhower. Both men were called again 
to the dictatorship—Cincinnatus to deal with the 
plebeians and Mr. Eisenhower to overwhelm the 
Democrats. A precise parallel between the plebeian 
party of Ancient Rome and the present Democratic 
party of the U.S.A. would take me rather more time 
to establish than I have at my disposal, nor need we 
ask how many senators paraded the Forum blowing 
trumpets and bearing banners with the words “ Diligo 
Cincinnatum ” inscribed upon them in letters of gold. 

Mr. Eisenhower will become President of the 
United States at the age of sixty-two. On that score 
he was beaten by the Roman. Cincinnatus was over 
eighty when, for the second time, he assumed the 
Dictatorship of Rome. He seems to have been 
milking the family cow in splendid isolation for about 
twenty years. 

The honour that is paid to Cincinnatus by the 
citizens of North America is shown by the fact that 
their seventeenth city bears his name, or rather the 
name of the Order of Cincinnati, an ancient and 
patriotic institution which I shall not attempt to 
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describe. Cincinnati manufactures malt liquor, packs 
pork and is the centre of American radio. It is, how- 
ever, a far cry from Cincinnati in Ohio, cry it as loudly 
as you may, to Texas where General Eisenhower was 
born, and we must not permit ourselves to be carried 
away by the love of Latin history and literature 
which has inspired Americans to use the baptismal 
names of Virgil and Seneca, and to stamp an industrial 
town of Illinois with the title of Cicero. 

In conclusion, the word Cincinnatus means “ curly- 
haired,” and we may suppose if we like that from the 
head of the octogenarian dictator there still hung 
silvery locks with a semi-permanent wave. But at 
this point his resemblance to Dwight D. Eisenhower, 
if | am to judge from recent photographs, abruptly ends. 

Evor 
& & 


JOB FOR A TRAVELLER 


N an age of progress it is extraordinarily difficult to 

find out who has got what. Most of the reading 
matter that is put before me at present describes in 
considerable detail pieces of apparatus—anuclear pistols, 
gravity-eliminators and what-not—that I know very 
well nobody has got. Some of the devices used by 
Mekon, for (non-readers of the Eagle 
please skip this sentence), won't be ready for years. 
What I want, and cannot get, is a comparative list 
of the appliances now available in the more remote and 
inaccessible countries of the world. 

“The Dalai Lama laid down his electric iron and 
listened intently.” 

Is that a feasible proposition? The sentence has 
actuality and would go well in one of those “ pursuit,” 
stories I am always starting—stories that depend a 
great deal on the vividness with which each successive 
scene is set before the reader. 


instance 


But I have no sooner 
written it down than an element of doubt creeps in. 

It is not much better when my hero reaches so 
well-known a country as Chile. Is there much TV in 
those parts? What definition and size of screen! Is 
there, come to that, much television in Russia! Does 
a forest of H-shaped acrials rise, sharply silhouetted 
against the clear blue sky of a Ukranian winter, from 
every collective farm ! 

I don’t know. I don’t even know the shape of a 
Russian H (if any), and the clear blue sky is a guess. 
They had small brass ewers in Bokhara in 1889—that 
I do know—but no indiarubber baths, because Lord 
Curzon of Kedlestone complained of the inadequacy 
of the former and created a sensation with the latter 
when he was there in that year. But the information 
is useless now. Times change. Lord Curzon himself 
remarks (Russia in Central Asia in 1889) that were he 
to go to Bokhara again in later years it might be to 
find electric light in the highways, window-panes in 
the houses and trousered figures in the streets. He 
views this prospect with disfavour. “‘What could be 
said,” he well asks, “for a Bokhara without a Kush 
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but what about a bit of rescue work over here? 


“ Excellent, Harold 





Begi, a Divan Begi and an Inak—without ite mullahs 
aml kalendars, ite toksabas and ite mirzbashi, ite 
shabraques and tchpans and khalats(" 

Suppose | were to begin: “Henderson, a dim 
trousered figure in the flickering rushlight, crouched 
over the «mall brass ewer, desperately endeavouring to 
wash the tell-tale stains from his voluminous shabraques. 
Oh, for a proper tchpan,” he muttered feverishly There 
was a tap on the window-pane . . 

Even a short passage like that may be riddled with 
errors. I had at one time conceived and pretty well 
roughed out @ seene in which my hero contrived to 
yet himeelf rolled in a barrel of eplitz through the streets 
of Tiflis, which were packed with Transcaucasian secret 
police, in order to warn a rather lovely Georgian spy 
that her number (Six, I think it was) was up. But some 
cosmopolitan busybedy, to whom I described the 
incident, asked why he didn't go by Underground. 
This sort of thing discourages writers. 

What is wanted is a batch of modern travellers with 
the curiosity to observe, and the dogged determination 
to report, everything they see in foreign countries— 
after the fashion of those who travelled and wrote 
(like Lord Curzon) in the nineteenth century. Having 
in front of me an anthology called Victoria's Subjects 
Travelled, poblished by Arthur Barker some months 
ago, | am left in no doubt whatsoever that I could write 

it only there were a market for it—an authoritative 
and compelling “pursuit” in the 18708 or 
thereabouts It is all People like Henry 


novel set 
there 





“Tie 


Yr" 


* Pardon me: 


“ind may the better man win 
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Walter Bates, Mrs. F. D. Bridges, Charlies Doughty 
and the Rev. J. L. Porter could be relied upon to put 
a less-travelled writer in the picture. to describe an 
unusual cabbage-palm if they saw one, to note that 
Chinese shirts had no neck-bands, and that sixty-five 
puls went to the tenga. Your modern traveller is too 
much concerned with politics and personalities to 
spare a thought for the kind of detail (e.g. whether 
they dial their numbers in the upper reaches of the 
Brahmaputra or still have to call Lhasa) that I want 
for my purposes, 

“Henderson entered the city by the gate called 
Derwazé-i-Charcha and was soon threading his way 
through the bazaars, which struck him as very fine, 
for not only were they lofty and spacious, but the goods 
exposed for sale in the shops were for the most part of 
excellent quality. It was not until he was crossing the 
river by the bridge known as Pul-i-si-d-sih chashmé, 
whence he obtained a good view of the wide but now 
half-empty channel, the pebbly sides of which were 
spread with fabrics of some kind, recently dyed and 
now drying in the sun, that the conviction that he was 
being followed became a certainty. Stumbling over a 
heap of rude wicker-work baskets . . .” 

Observe how judicious borrowing from Edward 
Browne's prose—with the addition of the name 
“Henderson” and a suggestion that he was being 
followed, to keep the story moving—brings the ancient 
city of Isfahan to glowing life before the reader's eyes. 
Local colour of this kind is invaluable to us writers who 
want to move our characters about a bit. But it is 
sixty years since Edward Browne was in Persia, and 
for all I know the Pul-i-si-d-sih chashmé Bridge may 
be derelict by now, or given up to trams. Reviewers 
might laugh Henderson out of court if he tried to set 
foot on it 

Look, again, at the picture facing page 32 of 
Victoria's Subjects Travelled showing “Henry Walter 
Bates Being Mobbed by Curl-Crested Toucans.” | 
could have made use of an incident like that. Henderson 
as I see it, already late for an appointment with a 
mysterious white princess, would be unsuspectingly 
hacking his way through the Amazonian jungle, 
unaware that Dr. Schlumph had just levelled the sights 
of his Winchester on his (Henderson's) broad back. 
“The doctor's finger was tightening on the trigger, 
when without warning a mob of toucans bore down 
upon him, their huge beaks and curly crests combining 
effectively to upset his aim. Crack! The bullet sped 
harmlessly over Henderson's head and buried itself in 
the body of a huge macaw—a bird with whose bright- 
coloured feathers the Tuctina Indians are wont to deck 
themselves.” 

But I daren't touch the thing now, not without 
definite contemporary evidence that the toucans are 
still up to their old tricks. The odds are that they 
have all died of or spend their time 
nowadays perching on the rotating aerials of Brazilian 
radar stations. Won't won't Mr. Peter 
Fleming, run over there and settle at least this stall 
point for me ? H. F. Evtiis 


crest-disease , 


somelx xy : 
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CLOCKWISE 


“(OME in a moment, will you, 

lad,” said the Office Manager's 
rather peevish voice through the 
intercom. I eased the Camshaft and 
Throttlebody file from under the 
short leg of my table and put it 
under my arm. This would be the 
missing radiator caps again, | 
decided . . . 

“You know that thing we 
use to time-stamp the letters?” 
began my superior. With anyone 
else my eyebrows would have lifted 
slightly. I nodded. “Well, he wants 
it kept in his room. R.G., I mean. 
He says he checked it casually with 
Big Ben yesterday and it was 
exactly right.” We looked at each 
other in silence. Then the Office 
Manager went on: “Does it keep 
good time? It wasn’t just a 
coincidence, was it?” 

“It depends,” I replied judicially, 
‘a good deal on the weather and the 
size of the mail, and. . .” 

“Anyhow,” he interrupted me. 
“he says the office clock seems to 
lose overnight and gain in the after- 
noons, and his own watch never . . .” 

“Does he know,” I ventured 
“that you've got to bang it every 
so often, and that at three-fifteen 
on the eleventh or twelfth of each 
month it jumps forward a quarter 
of an hour?” 

“See to it, will you, lad? Get 
the Boy to rub it up a bit. Now, 
about those duplicated orders . . .” 

When I returned to my table I 
noted almost mechanically that the 
time-stamp balanced against my 
calendar said that it was nearly 
three-twenty, although it was two 
days slow. I knew nevertheless that 
it had inadvertently printed the 
time on the floor of the post room 
only this morning, and it hadn't 
quite settled down again. But there 
was time to catch Mr. Dawson of 
Repairs before he left for the 
night. 

Dawson had locked away his 
ball-point and rubber bands and was 
fixing bicycling clips to the turn- 
ups of his trousers when I called on 
him. 

“I’m going to do you a good 





turn,” I began. “ You can have the 
time-stamp when it’s off duty,” and 
I laid it on his tabie. 

A quick suspicion darkened his 
eyes. ‘It's still in good order? I 
mean, it goes all right?” 

“See for yourself.” I picked the 
thing up and shook it, then I 
pressed it down firmly on the cover 
of Dawson's library book. It said 
five minutes to two. 

“Tt’s had another fall,” he 
criticized. “Still... Well, all right.” 
He opened a drawer in his table 
and produced a brand new blotter 
with leather corners and “Camshaft 
and Throttlebody” handsomely en- 
graved in gold across the top. As 
I took it from him he said “I 
don’t mind admitting I'm rather 
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surprised. 


I never thought you 
would let it go.” 


“My own watch has been 
repaired,” I said, “and, frankly, I 
can't be bothered to calculate back 
and forward any more.” I left him 
experimenting with the time-stamp 
and a piece of blotting paper . . . 

Back at my table again, I wrote 
my initials in indelible pencil on the 
back of the blotter, picked up the 
house telephone and dialled Miss 
Linnet, the Managing Director's 
secretary. 

“Oh, Miss Linnet,” I said, slowly 
and deliberately, “A.J. tells me R.G. 
wants the time-stamping machine. 
I rather think Mr. Dawson keeps it 
now. Perhaps you could give him a 
tinkle?” Ferousson MAcLay 





LN 
AN U/NDERGROUND 


; i 





— o'clock in the morning 
At first sight you would have 
said poaching: two men with a@ net, 
and a hooded lamp, and a couple of 
fat ferrets that looked like little 
polar bears with caterpillar ancestry. 
Indeed, the poaching sensation was 
s strong that I half expected a 
sudden clump of boots and an angry 
shout behind us—only there are no 
large in disused 
Underground stations. These ferrets 
were working, not in a Welsh 
hillside, but among the tracks of 
what was once King’s Cross, before 
it was abandoned to top-hatted 
ghoste in favour of the new station 
up the line. The dank old cavern 
seemed to be there and yet not 
there Nothing would convince 
me that, lit by something brighter 
than the paraffin lamp, which 
threw enormous shadows on the 
mouldering walls, the whole place 
wouldn't disappear. As a tryst for 
farmyard sport it could hardly 
have been odder. But everything 
about the rateatchers was solid 
enough, from the heavy padlocked 
box holding their ferrets down to 
their gesture of disgust at the plate- 
layers whose hammering had spoiled 
the fun 


gamekeepers at 


Their single victim, lying 
in state on the grimy platform that 
once had rung to the important feet 
of City gentlemen, would be the sole 
bag there that night. 

Do not be alarmed, reader 
When you step out into the fluor- 
escent hygiene of the Bakerloo there 


is leas chance of meeting a rat than 
on your own doorstep; but London 
Transport has to think of every 
thing, and so it keeps five pairs 
of rateatchers working round and 
round its system, mainly in the 
outer sections, where there are grass 
banks and goods yards. You will 
never find them at it, for they cannot 
start until the last train has passed 
and the live rail has gone dead. At 
most they have about four short 
hours, and if this seems brief to them 
it iseven briefer for those responsible 
for making certain that all the 
machinery of the Underground 
labyrinth will behave safely and 
smoothly for the other twenty. As 
the ticket-collector sees you out, like 
a tired host, and the iron gates clang 
behind you, thirteen hundred men 
and women are waiting down below 
to get on with urgent and mostly 
messy jobs 

Armed with passes so imposing 
that they might have been for the 
Ops Room at Fighter Command, we 
began a very peculiar night by 
visiting “the bicycle,” at Chalk 
Farm. London Transport owns over 
four thousand Underground cars 
and only one bicycle, and I know 
which I would rather have. If I were 
dictator I would shut the Under- 
ground for a day and go exploring 
on this poem of ad hoc engineering 
Antique ironmongery has come 
together in a loose assortment to 
form its core, but such a network of 
small girders has been added that it 
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NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENT 


suggests a mechanical spider. Lifted 
tenderly by loving hands, the 
machine fits snugly on four wheels 
to the running-rails. Forrard is 
lashed the inevitable paraffin lamp, 
aft is a stand for an intrepid 
passenger. The echoes of the clank- 
ing pedals make a bell unnecessary, 
but there is a brake, which, after a 
B.R.M. start, just prevented me 
from leaving for Kentish Town. Its 
esthetic beauty aside, the bicycle is 
used by permanent-way inspectors, 
generally on the stretch from Golders 
Green to Chalk Farm, as this is 
solidly downhill. If a rail looks 
even slightly insubordinate they 
leap off boldly and intimidate it with 
a huge billiards level which is the 
monster's chief decoration. 
Intoxicated by this unique ex- 
perience, we passed on to a more 
sombre scene, the cleaning of one 
of the many ventilator shafts where 
the dust and debris of nearly two 
million daily passengers is trapped. 
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As one of these passengers, I found 
it far from flattering to see a black 
deposit several inches thick, and to 
hear that fifty tons of it is the annual 
haul; but we were comforted to 
learn that iron filings and sulphur 
and occasionally ten-shilling notes 
also do their bit. Some of this 
being combustible, shafts with bad 
records are decarbonised once a 
month, though those of better repute 
can go for as long as five years. 
One climbs about the larger shafts 
on vertical ship’s ladders, and the 


scraping is done by men wearing 
masks and suspended on_ steel 
cables. I thought these acrobats 
looked very dirty until I saw myself 
later on in a looking-glass. 

A sister activity, and scarcely 
cleaner, is the valeting of the 
escalators by girls who somehow con- 
trive to remain gay and attractive. 
Like Japanese ladies, they bind up 
their feet, and overalls and turbans 
help; but their faces rapidly assume 
a Central African hue. Two steps 
are taken out, and down goes a pair 
of girls into the inky depths. Then 
you hear a businesslike “O.K., 
Harry!” and Harry in the engine- 
room below moves the stairway on 
another peg. An escalator needs this 
intensive treatment every nine 
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months. Next time you step on one, 
think of all the dreams of hot water 
and bath salts and voluptuous sham- 
poos that must have simmered in 
its interior. One doubts whether 
mud-packs ever figure in them. 
In the empty stations, lit as 
brightly as in working-hours, and in 
the tunnels with their rows of fairy- 
lights, you get so powerful a Thind 
Man feeling that Orson Welles’ face 
peering through a grating would be 
no surprise. We walked under the 
river from Waterloo to Charing 
Cross, and stopped to listen unsuc- 
cessfully for the beat of a tug’s 
diesel, which is sometimes heard at 
night. At this point we were in 
search of the fluffers. Experts who 
were with us spoke about the 
fluffers in the tone of reverence in 
which a circus proprietor will bring 
the conversation round to his 
lions. And certainly they were the 
peak turn in this extraordinary 
subterranean vaudeville. Eighteen 
women commanded by a patriarch 
who seemed wonderfully happy in 
his work, they are the housemaids 
of the Underground, scraping and 
sweeping the entire track and com- 
ing back to the same place every 
three years. When at last we found 
them, the Haroun al Raschid illusion 
was vivid; they all wore turbans, 
and each was kneeling in a little 
pool of light from an oil-lamp, a 
dramatic sight against the black 
tunnel background. As they move 
along they leave neat piles of dust 
behind them, which are scooped into 
bins on a following trolley. So many 
women, most of them mothers of 
families, do not toil silently side by 
side ; pungent exchanges pursued us 
round the bend. Like all the night- 
birds we met, they think their jobthe 
normal thing and people who work 
in the daytime madly eccentric. 
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The Angel we caught in the 
middle of a face-lift. Men were 
washing the tiled skirting, while 
others, whom I envied very much, 
fired a whitewash gun at the walls. 
Somewhere under W.1 we hunted 
and captured a gang putting down 
new rails, and discovered that a 
pneumatic drill in a tunnel gives 
independent life to each separate 
vertebra of the spine. It takes a 
gang three weeks to change a 
hundred yards of track, and when 
you consider the hole made in four 
short hours by setting out the gear 
and carting it all away again, this 
is respectable going. Near at hand 
stood a ballast train, a battery- 
driven engine pushing open trucks, 
and we collapsed into it gladly. 
Half an hour before the current was 
switched on the gang joined us, and 
we bowled slowly into a station, 
where the men took off their shirts, 
and brewed tea, and might have 
come in from rugger. And just 
before five we climbed back into a 
still dead London, feeling as if we 
had been to three Hunt Balls and 
looking as if we had been down a 
coal-mine. Eric Krown 
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE MISSING LAUREATE 
I learn from the “Sherlock Holmes Journal” that further stories of the great detective are to be written, and it occurs 
to me that those engaged in this undertaking might possibly find something of value in a little tale upon which I have 


recently been working. 


If this should be so, they are quite welcome, as far as I am concerned, to make such use of 


the following extract as the laws of copyright permit. 


N Y tale begins with the visit of James Cornelius, a 

Leicester Square hotel-keeper, to Holmes and 
Watson in their Baker Street rooms. Telling them 
that Lord Tennyson, one of his regular patrons, has 
been kidnapped, Mr. Cornelius describes how the Poet 
Laureate, under his very eyes, was carried from the 
hotel in a large packing-case by a party of heavily- 
bearded men: 

“You must know, gentlemen,” continued our 
visitor, “that in the hotel business it is very necessary 
for the manager to give personal attention to many 
details of the daily routine. Shortly after seven o'clock 
yesterday evening I entered the kitchens, where 
preparations for dinner were going forward, and was 
immediately conscious of a regular bumping sound 
coming from the room overhead. ‘Lord Tennyson 
again,’ I said to the chef.” 

“Why the Lord Tennyson ?”’ 

“IT should have explained that his lordship’s room 
is situated directly over the kitchen premises. Ever 
since I have known him the Laureate has made a god, 
as it were, of his body. He had devised a system of 
physical exercises, and, although no longer young, he 
was in the habit of practising them twice daily—before 
breakfast and before dinner. One of these exercises 
consisted in leaping over a string stretched between 
two chairs, and it was this, I have no doubt, that gave 
rise to the sounds I have mentioned. A successful leap 
would cause a perceptible thud such as I have described: 
an unsuccessful one, a clatter, followed by a resounding 
concussion. : I trust that I make myself clear /”’ 

“I follow you perfectly.” 

“T thought no more of this at the time, since it 
was a regular occurrence, but later in the evening, as 
I was entering the kitchens for the second time, a 
deafening crash shook the ceiling overhead, and a 
shower of plaster descended like a miniature snow- 
storm. ‘This is too much of a good thing!’ I cried. 
‘The Laureate will do himself an injury!’ It then 
occurred to me that Lord Tennyson’s usual! time for 
exercising was long since past. He had dined in his 
room, and it was of course possible that, lingering over 
his wine as was his custom, he had discovered that 
some favourite caper or caracole had been omitted, 
and had risen from the table to execute it. Nevertheless, 
for some reason I felt uneasy, and I determined to 
investigate the matter. As I was about to mount the 
main staircase on my way to Lord Tennyson's room, 
[ saw that five heavily-bearded men were descending 
carrying a large packing-case. ‘What is this! 
I cried. ‘What is it that you are taking away?’ 
‘It’s some carpets for cleaning, sir, said the man 
who appeared to be the leader. (I should explain, 


Mr. Holmes, that all our carpet-beating has been done 
for many years by Harman and Sabre, a most reliable 
firm.) ‘In future,’ I said sharply, ‘see that you come to 
me in my office before removing carpets in such a 
fashion. I shall overlook your presumption on this 
occasion, but if such a thing should occur again I shall 
have a word with Mr. Sabre upon the matter,’ I stood 
aside to let them pass, and then proceeded on my way 
to Lord Tennyson's room. Mr. Holmes, the door was 
wide open and the room empty.” 

Holmes leaned forward, his eyes glittering with 
suppressed excitement. “ What did youdo?” he asked. 

“The room contained a large wardrobe, built into 
the wall. I rushed to the door of this and flung it 
open.” 

“With what object?" 

“It occurred to me that Lord Tennyson, half- 
stunned by a heavy fall, might have staggered into the 
wardrobe in search of assistance, thinking that he was 
leaving the room in the usual way.” 

“Tt was a possibility.” 


“He was not in the wardrobe. It was only then 


that I remembered the men with the packing-case, 
I rushed desperately downstairs and into the street, 
bat there was no sign of the men, and my frantic 
inquiries of passers-by yielded only vacant stares. 
The full realization of the disaster, with its dreadful 
consequences for the good name of my hotel, then burst 


upon me with stunning force. Hardly knowing what 
I did, I rushed into the kitchens, and there I fancy I 
must have fallen down in a fit of some kind, for when 
I came to myself I was covered from head to foot in 
icing sugar and the kitchen staff were crowding round 
endeavouring to soothe me. The police were sum- 
moned, and Inspector Lestrade has flung himself into 
the investigation with immense energy, but so far, 
unhappily, to no purpose. I turn to you, Mr. Holmes, 
as my last hope.” 

Holmes sat in silence for some moments. 

“Of what did the Lord Tennyson's dinner consist /”’ 
he asked at last. 

“A pint of Bollinger and a sheep’s head. 
his invariable order.” 

“T expected to hear you say so. Did you notice 
anything unusual in the Laureate’s manner during his 
stay at the hotel?” 

“He appeared nervous and distrait, During the 
whole period he rarely stirred from his room, in spite 
of the fact that he was twice disturbed there in the 
most unaccountable way.” 

“You interest me profoundly. 
to details.” 

“On the first occasion, a half-brick was thrown 


It was 


Pray be precise as 
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through the closed window, missing his head by a 
fraction, and on the seeond, the heavy gas chandelier 
broke from the ceiling and crashed to the floor on the 
very spot on which he had been standing the previous 
Naturally, | was extremely distressed, and 
lost no time in making the most profound apologies to 
Lord Tennyson It's not your fault, Cornelius,’ he 
This is an attempt at intimidation, 
but it shall not sueceed. Never!’ he added, raising his 
‘He may do his worst, but I shall not raise a 
finger in the matter!’ He then muttered, as though to 
‘A’ fine successor, to be sure! The man's a 


instant 


said, very gravely 
vour 


himaelf 
novelist! 
Thank you. That is of the very utmost import- 
Was anything unusual found in the room!” 
I picked up this note from the floor. It struck 
me that Lord Tennyson might have been studying it 
over dinner, but Inapector Lestrade considers it to be 
of no im portance a 
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The note consisted of a small square of dirty white 
paper, on which was printed in large capitals 
APPROACH Q.V 


T.H 
Holmes sat up in his chair, his eyes gleaming. 
‘What is Lestrade doing!” he queried. 


“He is dragging the Serpentine.” 

Holmes shook his clenched fists in the air. “In- 
credible folly!” he cried 

“You have a clue then, Mr. Holmes?” 

I felt a creeping of the flesh, and a presentiment of 
coming horror even before Sherlock Holmes spoke. 

“Have you ever heard——” he said, leaning 
forward and sinking his voice to a whisper—“ have 
you ever heard of Thomas Hardy?” 


The excitement mounts when Holmes begins to weave 
his net round Hardy. Would the workers I have mentioned 
care to see a further instalment ? T. 8. Warr 
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WHOSE CHESTNUTS? 


N Bushey Park by Hampton Court, 
Where the well-cared-for deer disport, 
Where neatly groomed the chestnut blows 


There are old Army huts in rows, 
Derelict, draggled, rank with rot, 
Where numerous English families “squat,” 
Living in shanty squalor, dark 
Under the trees. 

In Bushey Park 
It is—or used to be—the thing 
On Chestnut Sunday in late spring 
To drive the wide green-columned mile 
Of soaring nave and vaulted aisle 
White-candled by a myriad flowers. 
Do folk now come to see what bowers 
The vaulted Nissen huts afford ! 
Diana on her fountain, bored 
By things as vulgar as a shack, 
Turns there a draped censorious back 
On all the dirty, shamed array, 
Wishing they'd only go away. 
The lake reflects her: she in turn 
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Mirrors Authority’s concern 


Here SHAEF once planned: the huts remain. 


Pointing a victory yet to gain. 
Justixn Richarpson 


“£0 on,” said Craddock, who had 

left me in the middle of my 
last sentence to fetch two beers. 
“You were telling me about the 
bishop.” He was a good listener 
again now, and fixed me with a look 
of lively interest over the rim of his 
glass. 

“Not really,” I said. “It was 
just that a ‘bishop was there 
when——” 

“When i¢ happened. 
He nodded encouragingly. 

“No, no,” I said. “Cheers 
When I was telling the story.” 

“Ah. And it was one of those 
stories not quite— 

“Nothing of the kind. In any 
case, I didn’t tell it, in the end.” 

I wished I wasn’t telling it now. 

“But,” said Craddock, leaning 
towards me, “if the bishop——” 

“Forget the bishop,” I said. 
“He was incidental. There were 
lots of clergy there: sub-deans, 


Cheers.” 


“It just says 


a 


UNTOLD TALE 


archdeacons, succentors; we were 


” 


having dinner—— 

“ At the bishop’s palace ¢” 

“At the Great Northern Hotel. 
Choristers’ reunion. It was the first 
time I'd been back, and they made 
me chairman. So I thought I'd bet- 
ter tell a few yarns—reminiscences 
and so forth, and this yarn——” 

“Don’t think I’m not in- 
terested,” said Craddock. “ But I’m 
just going to get a ham sandwich. 
Want one? Meat pie, perhaps?” 

I managed to convince him that 
I didn’t. Presently he came back 
with the sandwich, sat down, looked 
inside it, went off for some mustard, 
came back and said “Go on about 
his lordship.” I let it pass. 

“When I first joined the choir,” 
I said, “I wasn’t allowed to sing.” 

“ Disappointing.” Craddock was 
spreading mustard with a yellow 
plastic spoon, taking care to carry it 
well to the edges. 
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‘Thos. Collier—Windows Repaired.’” 


“New boys never were,” I 
explained. “We didn’t wear sur- 
plices, either, just cassocks, and we 
had to walk at the tail of the pro- 
cession, after the vergers, and the 
choirboys proper, and the lay 
vicars——” 

“The what?” 

“Choirmen, And the clergy. 
So when the procession curved 
round like this’ —I drew a curve on 
the damp table—‘“‘we could see, 
from the back, the two vergers, 
carrying their silver maces, walking 
in front, with the two head boys’ 
just behind them.” 

“Two head boys?” said Crad- 
dock, as if this was something right 
outside his own experience. “Just 
behind the vergers?” He studied 
my sketch-map intently. 

“This can't be of the slightest 
interest to you,” I said. His pro- 
testations were emphatic. “I don’t 
know why I started to tell you, 











Se ae endl 


except that you were talking about 
Newcastle United 

You mean the bishop was a 
foot baller | 

No,” I seid, and unfolded my 
evening paper 

Please sail Crackdock He 
drank some beer You could «aec« 
the vergers / 


Every day 1 sail as we 


walked in procession from the 


vestry And | used to notice that 
very often, just before they passed 
under the organ screen, one would 
turn to the other in a very dignified 
way and make some remark in a 
low voice 
Shoulin't have done that 
should they ? asked Craddock 
It seems hardly 
My theory at the time—I was 
about nine years old 
Young, that 
was that they were settling 
some minor detail of the ceremonial 
whether the organist had turned up 
if the dean's lamp had been 
switched on, something of that 
kind And it became quite an 


“What's this about your 


obsession with me to know what 
they actually did say.” 
“Puzzled the bishop, too, no 
doubt,” said Craddock 
“T never asked him 
Did you say,” said Craddock 
mopping up a few crumbs with his 
finger, “that you'd never told this 
story?’ 
Hundreds of times But | 
didn’t tell it at this dinner.” 
They missed a good thing 
He finished his beer and raised his 
ice. “Same again, Ernest! 
Not for me.’ 
One for the road 
dock. “Go on.” 
“It was five years before I was 


said Crad 


one of the head boys, walking near 

enough to the vergers to hear what 

they said. And by that time 
“You'd lost interest 

I was more interested than 
ever.” 

One and eightpence you owe 
me,” he said, paying the waiter 
“Any time. Yes, you were more 
interested than ever.” 

Well, I was made one of the 


wanting 


@ transfer to the carpet department ¢ 
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head boys on a Monday, and the 
vergers didn't say anything at all to 
each other until evensong on the 
Saturday afternoon. Then, just as 
they were going under the organ 
screen, one turned to the other . 
‘Cheers,” said Craddock. 

And said ‘I see City 
lost again this afternoon, Fred.’”’ 


Cheers 
There was a pause, during 
which Craddock put his glass down 
thoughtfully You know,” he said 

they don’t look after the beer here 
like they used to.’ 

You don’t think it’s funny,” 
I said 

Tastes funny to me.” 

The story % 

“Very funny indeed Why 
didn’t you tell it?” 

Because,” I said, “‘on the day 
of the dinner I went to the cathedral 
and watched the procession. And 
the boys don’t walk behind the 
vergers at all, any of them. The 
clergy follow the vergers, and the 
boys walk right at the back, and 
the procession’s been in that order 
for centuries, because I asked 
the precentor—before the dinner, 
luckily. So the mystery is, how did 
I get hold of the story? All these 
years I've been telling it, and it 
never happened to me.” 

Craddock frowned “Just a 
minute,” he said, getting up. “I'm 
not drinking this stuff.” 

He came back in a minute with 
two replacement beers. He half 
emptied his glass before he spoke. 

“A cousin of mine,” he said, 
touching his mouth corners with a 
handkerchief—‘my wife’s cousin, 
she is, actually; she once went with 
a bishop to be shown round a basket- 
factory. I don’t mean just the two 
of them; it was a large party—sort 
of outing, I suppose. Well, when 
they got to the . * 

I tried to fix him with a look of 
lively interest over the rim of my 
glass J. B. Boornroyp 


x & 


The story of the Division is pre- 
sented, refreshingly, as a  straight- 
forward narrative, uncomplicated by 
successions of footnotes and cross- 
references in which war histories are too 
apt to indulge. Thus, in addition to 
being easily readable, it can be read with 
nase Southern Command publicity item 


But is it interesting? 
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TWO JOYS IN ONE 


WO joys in one beguile me, contemplating 
This Sussex landscape, now for ever mine; 
For to the prescient eye the wealth of autumn 
And winter's grave austerity combine. 


Painted in oils, the lavish chestnut branches 
Conceal the distant, undulating Down, 

But time will lay aside the glowing palette 
And etch a new design of grey and brown. 


Here on the balcony, the scalloped railing 
Is warm to touch, but happy prospect tells 
How winter's snow will edge each convolution, 
And how the clamour of the Christmas bells 
Will flood the room, when the glass door's 
thrown wide 
To feed the huddled birds that wait outside. 

















UNFORGETTABLE 


HEN, as an embryonic agri- 

cultural-lime salesman, I came 
to make my second round of calls 
on farmers, I was astonished to find 
that most of them had forgotten me 
completely. My face might have 
new revelation to them 
instead of, as I had expected, a 
familiar and weleome object. 


been a 


This experience was not only 
personally rather difficult to take 
but also commercially disconcerting, 
for one's first calls are naturally to 
be regarded as the hard initial 
apaclework by which one makes one- 
self known to potential customers 
and establishes the confidence on 
which future orders will be based 
I did not relish a position in which 
I should be perpetually doing initial 
padework on the future 
customers, thus pushing them ever 
farther into the future. 

After mistakenly trying to 
convince one or two farmers by 
argument that they were wrong in 
believing they had never seen me 
before, I made the safer experiment 
of calling on the others at shorter 
intervals, I am sorry to say that the 
only result of a carefully graded 
diminution of my 


same 


absences from 
farmers waa to bring out the fact 
that memory for faces 
deplorable. I discovered that the 
only means by which I could make 
sure of being remembered was to 
call again so soon as to provoke the 
hail “What, you again already !”’ 

a greeting which did not bring 
out the best in me. 

I gave the problem a great deal 
of hard thought and finally, by what 
seemed a happy inspiration, I hit on 
a method of making myself memor.- 
able which was at the same time, | 


their was 


felt, in keeping with the countryside 
setting of my work. 

The effect was instantaneous. 
I was gratified to observe that 
farmers without exception eyed 
with acute interest the ten-inch 
pheasant's feather aspiring vertic- 
ally from the back of my hat. I 
fancy it went well with my brown 
tweeds, but I was less concerned, of 
course, With the sartorial than the 
psychological impact. Of the latter 
I had sufficient evidence not only 
in the hypnotized gaze of farmers 
and of several crudely vocal farm 


workers but also in the circum 
stance that many of my more 
amusing remarks about lime passed 
quite unnoticed and had to be 
repeated. 

With a buoyant consciousness 
of having solved a tricky problem, 
I rearranged my programme 80 as to 
leave farmers free to go about their 
own affairs for several months. It 
was with a light heart and the 
confident expectation of numerous 
orders from welcoming faces that I 
began at length what I will call, for 
the sake of clarity, my second 
feather round of farmers. 

Unfortunately I soon found that 
mv shrewd mnemonic had been only 
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too successful. So fresh, indeed, was 
the recollection of it in farmers’ 
minds that I was quite unable to 
persuade most of them that more 
than a couple of weeks or so had 
passed since they had last observed 
it. Three farmers reproached me for 
calling again within a week, although 
they admitted, on reflection, that it 
was not me personally that they so 
vividly recalled. One farmer began 
some defence of his attitude by 
saying ridiculously: “ Why, it seems 
only yesterday I was looking at that 
hat and thinking . 
mind that now.” 

anything ; 


well, never 
Nobody ordered 
and I was obliged to 
conclude that, despite my careful 
explanations, the majority of my 
potential customers took me for the 
sort of salesman who pesters people 
to buy lime every five minutes—a 
phrase which was, indeed, used in 
my hearing, though not specifically 
addressed to me. 

Thoroughly disheartened, | 
tugged the feather off my hat and 
stuck it bitterly into the next 
mangel I passed: I had finished with 
psychological mnemonics. 


In the next week, as I proceeded 
with my calls, my luck completely 
changed and I was given several 
gratifyingly large orders by farmers 
who seemed to take to me con- 
siderably. I think these results were 
due in large part to the sense of 
agreeable fellowship promoted by 
my laughing heartily, in unison with 
them, at their substantially simila: 
accounts of some nondescript chap 
who had called on them, presumab! 
to sell them something, but whose 
actual line they had never really 
grasped because they couldn't take 
their attention off a daft-looking 
pheasant’s feather sticking out of 
his hat 
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THE COSMIC MESS 


Toastmasters 


Ke RE Toastmasters necessary ?” 

a citizen wrote in challenging 
fashion to The Times. There is, of 
course, another question : “Are Toasts 
necessary?” The poet Haddock sang : 


If toasts and speeches have effective 
force 

Our land should be as healthy as a 
horse. 

If wishful drinking rings a magic 
bell 

Our Trade, our Industry, should do 
quite well. 


But there are many who believe 
that the nation would still survive, 
and even prosper, if after-dinner 
speeches were reduced by ninety- 
five per cent—or more. Most of the 
Toastmasters would then go too. 
This column has had such fricndly 
relations with so many of the hand- 
some, honey-toned fellows, and has 
inflicted the same stories on a few 
of them so often, that it would hate 
to say a word that might lose one of 


them his job. But it has a duty to 
its uncountable and avid readers, 
and soit must consider the next ques- 
tion: “ Are Toastmasters efficient !”’ 

Certainly the Toastmaster has 


his uses. But his best uses are 
not necessarily those of which he 
is most proud. He is useful at the 
very distinguished dinner where 
there are Dukes, Bishops and 
ordinary Lords, Ambassadors and 
Privy Councillors, Judges, Mayors, 
Sheriffs and what-not. He alone 
knows exactly in what order to put 
“Your Graces” and “ Excellencies,” 
“Worships,” “My Lords,” and so 
on, in the preliminary address: and 
he gives a lead without which rustic 


or suburban orators like this column 
would hardly dare to begin at all. 
He is useful, too, where there is a 
vast audience and a lengthy toast- 
list. Most of the former are too bored 
to read the latter, and unless the 
Toastmaster “ prays silence” for the 
wretched Mr. Smith, few will have 
the least notion who he is, and fewer 
still will be silent when Mr. Smith 
stands. But he is least useful at 
the end of the speech when he most 
asserts his mastership. Mr. Smith, 
(or so Mr. Smith thinks) has cap- 
tured his audience: his peroration 
has moved them ; and when he says 
“T ask you to drink to the toast 
of Literature,” or “The Immortal 
Memory of Somebody-or-other"”— 
or it might even be “The Prime 
Minister”—he feels that they are 
ready to comply. There he stands 
with his glass at the ready, while the 
others climb to their feet. It is a 
dramatic moment: hardly an eye is 
dry. But then the Toastmaster has 
to butt in with his “My Lord 
Chairman—the toast is—the Prime 
—Minister.” Not only is Mr. Smith's 
dramatic moment killed, he feels 
rather a fool. The Toastmaster 
seems to say: “ You were probably 
asleep during Mr. Smith's inaudible 
remarks: but the point of it all 
was that we want you to drink the 
Prime Minister’s health. Come on, 
now!” It is as if someone stepped 
in and sang the high note at the end 
of a tenor solo. 

But modern “trends” and in- 
ventions have made the good red 
fellow more important, not less— 
the microphone, the loud-speaker, 
the sprawling banquet in a room as 
big as a cattle-show. No two micro- 
phones seem to work alike : and even 
the most experienced speaker can- 
not always tell how well, or ill, they 
are working. Every Toastmaster 


ought to test all the wretched 
machines from every corner of the 
room, especially from that little 
nest of tables under the Gallery. 
Then he should tell every speaker 
what the form is—for example, can 
the machines be strengthened if Mr. 
Smith is not making himself heard 
at the back? If the shy Mr. Smith is 
speaking too low, or too far from the 
mike, the Toastmaster should tact- 
fully advise him. Even if the speaker 
is experienced and respected, if the 
audience is quiet and all seems well, 
he should make a little trip round 
the room to be sure; for it may be 
that under the Gallery they cannot 
hear a word, but are suffering in 
silence. 

Many of the fraternity do attend 
to these obvious duties; but not all. 
Some seem to think that they have 
nothing to do but say “ Pray silence 

!” or “The toast is. ..!" This 
kind of master stands at the back, 
looking handsome and content, 
while Mr. Smith flounders on, losing 
more and more of his audience: and 
when they begin to mutter and 
chatter under the Gallery he throws 
them a savage ‘““Shush!” But there 
is no hope of his getting them to 
shut up unless he can get Mr. Smith 
to speak up. If the Toastmasters’ 
Union will impress these points on 
all their fine and friendly fellows, 
this column will stand by them to 
the end A. P.H. 

a a 


LOTOS-EATERS 
Tue lotos was, we're told, 
A water-lily 
Which gave an empty dream of bliss 
To fools. 
But are we not in our way 
Just as silly 
Who dream not on the lilies 
But the pools? 
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AT THE LOST PROPERTY OFFICE 


. ever the capricious hand of Chance 
Park Neville Chamberlain's umbrella here 
Before or after Munich, or extract 

From this unique and bulging cornucopia 
That of the Emperor of Ethiopia! 

At Mr. Bolfry’s call (himself unseen) 

Has ever an umbrella left its shelf 

And sauntered out, entirely by itself? 


To turn to less distinguished parapluics 
Some rolled and irreproachably intact 
And some spoke-happy and elastic-free 
How many wait in tier on brollied tier 
To be retrieved by poet, plumber, peer, 
Detective, dustman, dramatist and dean, 





Et cetera, while raindrops pit-a-patter 

Unmercifully down upon the latter? 

Wordsworth (“Ten thousand saw I at a glance”) 

Could probably have made a guess upon it 

And roughed out something for a matchless 
sonnet ; 


Suffice it for my humble pen to chide, 


In terms of censure forcefully implied, 
My fellow-men who let their Fancy stray, 


And who, to dumb Forgetfulness a prey, 
Walk out of places, leaving gamps inside. 


. * * * * & * 


Thank you! Yes, this one’s mine: 


Where do I sign? 


“ All right, | know—the cargo's s 
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TEWT 


“A ND now Problem 4,” said 

+4 Colonel Eversharp. “As Com- 
mander 252 Infantry Brigade, how 
do you see your units laid out in 
defence of the Feather Wallop 
feature? Solutions after lunch. 
Back here at two o’clock—that is, 
fourteen hundred hours, Any ques- 
tions? Oh yes; two pubs in Down 
Feather—the Brown Jug just at the 
bottom of the hill here and the Duke 
of Wellington’s Arms a little further 
down in the village. Off you go. 
Time is now twelve-fifteen-and-a 
half.” 

There was a general movement 
of regrouping and then a sudden 
rush of forces. The majority group, 
led by a heavily-moustached and 
kilted giant, began stumbling down 
the grassy slopes of Feather Wallop 
towards the Brown Jug. The second 
group, composed mostly of peaked 
caps, moved with greater dignity 
and already deep in argument 
towards the inspiration of the Duke 
of Wellington’s Arms. Colonel Ever- 
sharp and the other three members 
of the Directing Staff paused for a 
few minutes in tired silence and then 
made off for the quietness of Down 
Feather’s best loved pub—the Tulip 
Tree... 


“Twenty-four pints of beer— 
right,” said the landlord of the 
Brown Jug. 

“Six glasses of sherry,” agreed 
the keeper of the Duke of Welling- 
ton’s Arms. 

“A cider, pink gin, glass of beer 
and a grape-fruit juice,” smiled 
Mabel in the Tulip Tree. 

“It don’t seem a year ago,” said 
the landlord of the Brown Jug, “as 
‘ow the last lot of gentlemen were 
‘ere with them there maps and 
things. Proper battle-ground this, 
y’ know. Been coming ’ere since 
thirty-four, I think it were. Is’ pose 
you're doin’ Problem 4, eh? Nasty 
problem to give you to ‘ave your 
lunch with.” 

“T think,” said the Heavy High- 
lander to his confréres, ‘two bat- 
talions up, one in reserve.” 

“Three up were the answer last 


year,” said the landlord. “Tis too 
wide a front or something, I did ‘ear 
‘um say. Best of five miles from 
Carey’s Farm across the Wallop to 
Up Feather.” 

‘ But no reserve, 
red beret. 

“Oh there were,” said the land- 
lord. ‘Some sort of reserve were in 
Hanky’s Wood. We disi tease young 
Reg over there ; that's where 'e goes 
eourtin’ Meg Payne. We told ‘im 
the woods were full of tanks so 'e'd 
better watch ‘is step, eh Reg!” 

“You ‘ad me. believe it for a 
while,” said Reg, “till I understood 
‘ow these officers do prefer to ‘ave 
no soldiers on trainin’. I weren’t the 
only one ‘ad, though. Old Peter 
Mayne thought ’e were goin’ to ‘ave 
all the artil'ry guns up be’ind Long 
Acre.” 

“Where's that on this map?” 
interrupted a gunner. 

“And Mrs. Thorp up at Cross- 
gates were so angry at it bein’ the 
mobile bath unit,” said the landlord. 

“And Mrs. Livingstone | still 
thinks as ’ow ‘er ‘ouse were selected 
as ‘eadquarters ‘cos of the curtains,” 
said Reg. ‘“"Twere only what 
you calls Practical ‘eadquarters. 
‘Tweren't the big one; that were 
back at Pudsey.” 

“Tactical headquarters, you 
mean,” said a black beret. “ Now 
where exactly is Mrs. Livingstone’s 
house?” 

“Vicar were angry at ‘aving the 
minefield right across the cricket 
field and through the churchyard,” 
said the landlord. 

“T think we'll have time for a 
little more refreshment now,” said 
the Heavy Highlander. ‘We seem 
to have covered 252 Brigade quite 
well.” 


, 


: 
commented a 


“Now,” said Colonel Eversharp, 
as the refreshed students collapsed 


on the grass nearby. ‘We'll hear 
what you ‘ve got tosay, McBludgeon, 
about the solution to Problem 4.” 
“Perhaps,” said the Heavy 
Highlander, “I can best explain it 
by showing you this marked map. 
Three up—wide front—armour in 
reserve—minefield—gun area—bath 
unit—crieket ground—Mrs. Living- 
stone’s—er—I mean Tac H.Q....” 
“Am I looking at this the right 
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way up!” said Eversharp. “Funny, 
I seem to be—Ah, now I see, yes! 
Now, Thwaites, you're in the rival 
syndicate. What has the Duke of 
Wellington to say to that solution ¢” 

“Admirably conceived,” said 
Thwaites. ‘Extraordinarily de- 
tailed—I mean the bath unit—I 
hardly think such precision was 
expected in the time available. 
They're right about the three up. 
But there is, of course, one major 
fault, I would say, that somewhat 
detracts from the effectiveness of 
the entire scheme.” 

“And what is the fault?” said 
Eversharp. 

“The entire Brigade is facing 
the wrong way,” said Thwaites. 

“Yes,” said Eversharp, “yes. 
This year we thought we'd have 
the exercise running in the other 
direction for a change. I doubt, 
McBludgeon, if the landlord of the 
Brown Jug heard the word of 
command,” 


a a 


“Posstsce Move to Stor 
Sueer Woaryinc”™ 
The Times 


They must keep their wool on. 
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© (= IMPRESSIONS OF PARLIAMENT ssf 


Monday, November 10 

It was a pity so many Members 
f the House of Commons seemed 
to have engage 
ments 


Heuse of Commons 
Censure is 
Eapr 


clsewhere 
thisafternoon, for 
they mimeed two of the best Parlia- 
mentary performances of the year. 
The absence of Sir Rurerr De ta 
kun was understandable, for he 
vas busy with his new duties as 
Lord Mayor of London, having just 
passe! through the nearby streets in 
his traditional golden coach. But 
especially in view of the importance 
of the occasion—there seemed little 
to explain the empty benches on 
both sides of the House 

Mr. Hersert Morrison had the 
task of moving a motion of No 
Confidence in the Government for 
the contents of (and, more particu 
larly, the orniasions from) the Speech 
from the Throne. He did it so 
quietly and calmly that some of his 
more exuberant supporters seemed 
disappointed. Remarking (rather 
thoughtfully) that life would be dull 
if everybody agreed on everything, 
he nevertheless regretted that the 
Government should the 
present time to plunge the country 
into discord and argument over the 
de-nationalization of the iron and 
steel and road transport industries 

Mr. M. won a general cheer when 
he said that, though the Party 
battle must be joined, all must 
remember to put the interests of the 
nation first. 


choose 


Falling industrial pro- 


duction gave cause for concern, if 


and there 
of the “upsetting of the 
economic 


not alarm, 
danger 


was some 


whole applecart ’—a 
phrase which seemed to puzzle Sir 
Water Monckton, sitting oppo- 
site, ready to reply for the Govern- 
ment. And, complained Mr. M., the 
wild men of the Conservative Party 
wanted Government economy—a 
thing he did not entirely disapprove 
so long as it did not mean major 
changes of policy. 
Looking severely at Sir WALTER 
charged the Government 
x, in the Speech, 


with 
two 


destroying Bills —on de-national- 
ization—and thereby causing dis 
sension, chaos and confusion. 

Sir Warrer, in the calm man 
ner which has won him verdicts in 
so many courts where he has 
appeared as an advocate, smilingly 
recalled that Mr. Morrison had 
found the Speech “irrelevant” to 
current economic conditions, and 
mildly applied the same description 
to Mr. M.'s own speech in relation to 
the contents of the No Confidence 
motion. What severe words, he said, 
to put on the Order Paper, backed 
by such thin evidence! It was true 
there were difficulties ahead—there 
always were—but it was not a good 


Impressions of Parliamentarians 


Sir Rupert De la Bére 
(Worcestershire, 8.) 


plan to begin the task of beating 
them by shaking the nation’s faith 
in its ability to win through. Any 

way, he thought we should win 
through, and that the nation would 
refuse to have its confidence shaken 


And he left it at that, in spite of 


a plaintive request from Mr. M. for 
“something specific.” For that 
said Sir WauTer, the House must 
wait for the speech of Mr. BuTLer 
to-morrow. 


Tuesday, November 11 

When Mr. R. A. Burier opened 
the debate to-day on the Opposi- 
tion's motion, he 
reminded the on- 
looker irresistibly 
of a boxer (and a champion at that) 
who enters the ring, very formally 
shakes hands—and promptly lands 
a crisp blow on his opponent's nose. 

For Mr. B. rose 
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House of Commons: 
Confidence 
Confirmed 


beamingly 


smiled Table at Mr 
Moreison, and at once proceeded to 
deliver shattering blows at the case 
he had made. There was none of the 
lithe manceuvring and “weaving” 
beloved of some pugilists. And the 
effect was remarkable. Opposition 
Members who have, in the past 
complained that Mr. B.’s methods 
lack “punch” and that he was too 
eagerly conciliatory, began to call 
out in anger as he made his points. 
But each interruption gave the 
Chancellor an opening for another 
swipe, and he soon secured a silent 
hearing. 


across the 


As for his supporters— 
well, they sat on the edge of their 
seats, enjoying this new glimpse of 
their hero’s powers. 

It was a story to cheer every- 
body. Mr. B. did not minimize the 
difficulties and perhaps the dangers 
that may lie ahead of us all in our 
quest for national security and 
prosperity. They would be many, 
and the efforts of all—the wnited 
efforts of all—would be needed to 
overcome them, he said soberly. 

But, given the will and the 
necessary effort, he saw no reason 
why we should not win through to 
the summit of this economic Mount 
Everest at the foot of which we now 
stood. We had, he said, successfully 
established the base camp, and it 
now remained for us to seale the 
heights. Just that. 

As one honourable Member re- 
marked, he made it sound almost 
easy. The House certainly presented 
a different aspect when he sat down 

a sort of hopeful buoyancy and a 
determination to see the adventure 
through. 

There hint of cuts in 
taxation—to encourage effort, enter- 
prise and thrift. This received a 
cheer from the Tofy back-benches, 
noticeably less enthusiasm from the 
Opposition. There was a hint that 
more “sacrifices” might be called for, 
in the process of winning solvency. 
Yes, with a long and a strong effort, 
everything would be well—but the 
effort had to be long and strong, 
and, above all, united. 


was a 
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As for the Opposition’s charge 
that the Government's policy was 
introducing “confusion” into our 
national affairs... Mr. BuTier 
paused, smiled frostily, leaned over 
the Table and rapped: “What a 
word for the Opposition to use! 
With their confusion of policies and 
personalities!” 

It was certainly a fine perform- 
ance, but Mr. Hueu Garrsket, his 
rival, showed that he too could 
deliver some pretty shrewd blows in 
the right places. 

He gave a highly-detailed “ac- 
count” of what had happened in the 
Tory Cabinet over the convertibility 
of the £, with Lord CHerwe tt doing 
mortal battle with Sir ArTaur 
SALTER and eventually, with the 
support of his bosom friend the 
Prime Minister, winning the day for 
sanity and the controlled £. All 
this “inside information” drew 
envious glances from Lobby Cor- 
respondents sitting in the Press 
Gallery, but only roars of (appar- 
ently genuine) laughter from the 
members of the Cabinet present. 
Anyway, said Mr. G., whether that 


Saw Sagi 
ISAS Se 
HON 


SX 


Brew ¥ 


account proved true or not, there 
was a lot in the Government's policy 
and attitude to give cause for alarm 
among those who wanted to see the 
Welfare State maintained and the 
interests of all members of the com- 
munity properly considered and 
safeguarded. 

Venturing on a forecast (again 
under the wistful gaze of the Lobby 
men), he said theeconomy-advocates 
would win the day with the Chan- 
cellor, and that—come the next 
Budget—the social services would 
be cut. It was noteworthy that he 
did not challenge the Government 
to go at once to the country, which, 
normally, is the climax of every 
such speech. 

The debate went patchily on 
until Mr. ArrLee wound it up, with 
a warning that anything resembling 
a Geddes Axe Committee would be 
disastrous. There were many things 
that ought to go before we touched 
the social services, the basis of the 
Welfare State. 

Mr. Harry CrooxsHank, reply- 
ing for the Government, neither 
confirmed nor denied—as the phrase 


goes—the belief expressed by Mr. 
GarrsKeLt that the Cabinet aimed 
to cut 2s, off income tax. 

However, it was in jolly mood 
that the Government's supporters 
trooped into the division lobby to 
defeat the Opposition motion by 
313 votes to 279, a majority of 34. 
Mr. B. left amid the cheering that 
greets a very decisive win on points. 


Wednesday, November 12 

While the Commons, their ex- 
citement spent, returned to the 
daily grind of 
passing small 
Bills, their Lord- 
ships had their 
own little thrill. They discussed, at 
the behest of Lord Hatt, the 
country’s economic situation, and 
particularly industrial productivity. 
It was, inevitably, something of a 
re-hash of the debate in Another 
Place yesterday, but it seemed to 
give innocent pleasure to a tolerably 
full House. That nothing very new 
came of it was not the fault of the 
participants, who did their best with 
all-too-familiar “lines.” 


House of Lords: 
More 


Economics 
House of Commons: 
Back to the 


“Before you take your things off, dear—I think, there's a dragon in the paddock.” 
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ET the trumpets sound, and 
put to the 
carronades! For Mr. Ben 
Travers is back at the Aldwych 
embroiling in disreputable adven 
ture Mr 
RALPH 
magic in this 
sutrageous combination which gives 
new life to corny puns and sparkle 
ven toa plot an absurdly involved 
va that of Wild Horses. Mr. Travens 
has written much better farces than 
this 


a match be 


his ancient liegemen, 
Roseerson Hare and Mr 


Lyxnx. There is a 


but though no peak scenes 
develop to roll us in the aisle, the 
route is pleasantly undulating and 
more than one unexpected corner 
catches unawares Criticism 
before generous 
so long as fate hangs 
enough over Mr. Hare to 
make him ery “Oh, chaos!” from 
the depths of his chicken heart, so 
long as the forces of decency and 
order sufficiently round 
Mr. Lynx» to put him nimbly on 
the defensive, to 


us 


melts two such 
comedians ; 


cruelly 


close in 


we are bound 


register tolerable content 


The horses of the title are in a 


ter —Mr 
Tr tem per Norton 


Ronererson Hare 
Mr 


AT THE 
PLAY 


Wild Horses (ALowycn)—Dead Secret (St. James's) 


Murder 


valuable picture which belongs to 
Mr. Hare, who has done time for 
elastic behaviour in the Inland Rev 
enue ; and among the horde of loos 
fingered persons stealing, buying 
and selling these animals in a regular 
avalanche of drawing-room mal- 
practice the most outstanding is, of 
course, Mr. Lywy, an attractive 
scoundrel with a fluid conscience 
who has shared Mr. Hare's official 
retreat. Doomed from the start 
Mr. Hare is driven inexorably into 
desperate impersonation of a female 
baby-farmer. No one can grit his 
teeth and paw the air as ineffec- 
tively as he does; behind his glitter- 
ing spectacles lies the whole frenzy 
of the little man at bay against a 
brutish world. With Mr. Lywy it is 
quite different. He deserves all he 
gets, and yet we are always glad to 
know that nothing—and certainly 
not the police—can hope to pin 
down so slippery an eel. 1 have 
never been disappointed in this 
master of the volte-face. Give him 
the slightest encouragement, and his 
airy smile would bring down the 
Lords of Appeal 
from their perches 
be unkind, and his 
crinkled features 
dissolve with an 
unbearable nursery 
pathos, But not for 
The trim 
mings to this duet 
are excellent, if I 
may refer to 
Miss CONSTANCE 
LORNE's worried 
wife, Miss Joan 
HaAYTHORNR'’s 
guardian angel to 
Mr. Lyxy, and Mr 
Davip SToOLL’s 
hilarious policeman 


long. 


so 


Two new morgue 
plays have arrived 
in the West End 
But for arti- 
ficial third act that 
tears the fabric to 
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tanrn Lysxw 
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Vistaken (AMBASSADORS) 


shreds, 
Hvtrron 
been a 


Mr. Micuagn Ctayton 
s Dead Secret would have 
winner Into a calm 
atmosphere, built up un- 

well by Miss Sopure 
Mr. Ian Hunter and 
Miss Joyce Heron, comes a seedy 
ruffian of sinister purpose. Until the 
author loses his way, the old man’s 
presence creates exciting tension, 
and in this part Mr. Huen Wake- 
FIELD surpasses himself. A full, 
round impression of a ruthless and 


domesti 
commonly 
STEWART, 


(Dead Secret 
Charles Raynor—Mr. Hven Wakeririp 
yet rather lovable scamp, it takes 
him much farther than he has ever 
gone with his cholerie men-of-war, 


and all 


variations 


its exceedingly amusing 

prove him a character 
actor who has too often been thrown 
aw ay 


Murder Mistaken, by Miss JANE’ 
GREEN, starts convincingly in the 
lap of squalor, and continues quite 
well before disintegrating in a burst 
of theatrical devices. As a neurotic 
young man whose taste in bow-ties 
should have warning to 
everyone, Mr, Derek Farr makes 
a disturbing killer, but the cream 
here is Miss Brenpa DE Banziz’s 
beautifully observed barmaid, warm, 
blows, 


been a 


and steel-centred 


Recommended 

Poor crop of new shows; but try 
The River Line (Strand) and The 
Deep Blue Sea (Duchess), both plays 
of quality acted with distinction, 
and The Globe Revue (Globe) for 
laughs Eric Krows 
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HE two new opera pro- 

I ductions at Covent Garden, 

Bewiri’s Norma and VErpi's 

A Masked Ball, provide interesting 
contrasts in manner and matter. 

A previous acquaintance with 
Nerma, derived from a score, 
a piano and the imaination, 
had suggested that it would in 
performance prove to be either 
magnifieent or absurd, and that 
it would be impossible to forecast 
which. 

In the event, as we heard it at 
Covent Garden sung in Italian by a 
nearly all-Italian cast, Norma swept 
us right off our critical feet. The 
score had not prepared us for the 
wonderful effect in the theatre of 
Betis melodic line, or the 
unexpectedly high drama of what 
on paper had looked so tame—for 
the effect, for instance, of a barely 
audible reiterated chord of D minor 
dropped by the strings into a breath- 
less silence as Norma’s resolution to 
slay her two children fails her. That 
chord seemed to turn one’s heart 
to stone. Throughout the entire 
evening Vrrrortio Gui conjured 
sheer magic from the orchestra; but 
more than this, in the réle of Norma 
we heard for the first time a voice, 
even two notes from which suffice to 
make one forget all else. Marra 
Menecarnt CALLas is tall, with an 
aspect and bearing that match the 
splendour of her voice, and her rapt 
invocation of the moon in “Casta 
diva,” where she prays the chaste 
goddess to send heaven's peace to 
earth, made us wish we could listen 
to those pure tones for ever. 
There would seem to be no end 


AT THE OPERA 


Norma—A Masked Ball 
(Covent Garpen) 


to the expressive power of this 
voice, Its aspect changes every 
instant. Sometimes it is veiled, like 
a sun veiled in mist. Sometimes it 
surges on in power like a wave of 
the sea. For a voice such as this, 
“acrobatics” exist only as glitter on 
the surface, since no apparent effort 
attaches to them. It should serve 
as a challenge and an inspiration to 
composers to write music worthy of 
it. The other singers in this wonder- 
ful performance were Gracomo 
Vacut, Miro Picont, Pau Asciak, 
Ese Srienant and Joan Surner 
LAND, who, except for some occa- 
sionally faulty intonation, did all 
that was demanded of them. ALAN 
BaRLOw’s scenery and costumes, the 
lighting, the singing of the chorus, 
and GIanFRaNnco ENRIQUEZ's pro- 
duction left nothing to be desired. 


Verp1's A Masked Ball does not 
emerge from the bread-and-butter 
level of operatics. Even allowing 
for the fact that the performance we 
attended was a more than ordinarily 
unlucky one from the singers’ 
point of view, the production 
is notable principally for Jonn 
Prircuarp’s skill in welding the 
performance into a whole when 


the thermometer never rises higher 
than tepid; for Atan Bariow’s 
settings and the imaginative light- 
ing; for GuNTHER RENNERT’s man- 
agement of the seashore and ball 
scenes, and above all for the use 
of Professor Dent's admirable new 
translation, which clarifies the plot 
and clears away the jungle of 
strange geography that had grown 
up around it. King Gustavus ITI of 
Sweden, hero of the drama by 
Scripe on which the opera was 
based, was transformed at the 
behest of the Roman censor into 
Riccardo, Earl of Warrick or War- 
wich, Governor of Boston, Massa- 
chusetts (of all places); and then, on 
the refusal of a certain tenor to 
appear as that noble if mis-spelt 
Earl, into a Spanish Grandee, the 
Duke of Olivarez—-his court changing 
their names and nationality to 
suit. Professor Dent has firmly 
repatriated them all to Sweden, and 
placed King Gustavus back on his 
throne. D.C. B. 


AVANT-GARDE EN RETARD 


It would appear that Rudyard Kipling is becoming the lateat 
fashion with our younger intellectuals 


HE bandar log are a clever folk —who knows it if not they /— 
Proving all truth illusion, seeing all colours grey; 
Too bright, though strayed in the jungle, to follow their fathers’ tracks, 
Proud to be heading nowhere, scratching each other's backs. 


Poor little chattering people, wandering round and round, 

They suddenly squeak to summon us all to see what they have found— 
A magic spring in the jungle! And the greybeard chuckling hears, 

For this is the fount frequented where he has quaffed for years. 
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OMESTIC Relations Court 
is the inscription over the 
imposing entrance: “The 

Nanctity of the Home: The In 
tegrity of the Family.” We move 
inside and join the spectators in the 
case of Keefer v. Keefer. The Marry 
ing Kind (Director: Gronce Cukor) 
after an introductory few minutes 
in the court itself—is mainly an 
account, by way of flashbacks, of 
what the two parties in the action 
tell the woman judge in her private 
room on adjournment. It might 
considering the sort of confidences 
usually inspired on the sereen by 
infinitely wise, infinitely under 
standing, infinitely knowing elders 
it might have been painfully 
ventimental and exasperating; but 
thanks to an admirable script and 
vulmirable performances by the 
people playing the unhappy pair 
Jepy Hotipay and 
Ray, it turns out to be a 
enjoyable comedy. It is 
essentially a comedy in spite of the 
tragic little episode in which they 
lose one of their children. The script 
is by Rutan Gorpow and Garson 
Kantn of Born Yesterday, and Miss 
Houtiipay has a part superficially 
like the one she played in that 
raucous but pleasing work ; this may 
incline some moviegoers to take for 


themselves 
ALbo 


highly 


[The Strange Ones 
Tran Cocrmat 


The Marrying Kind—The Strange Ones 


granted that it is exactly the same 
kind of part and prevent them from 
noticing the unobtrusive differences 
in style and mood. They are so 
unobtrusive and yet they so colour 
the whole character that they are 
not to be extracted and described 
separately, and that is as it should 
be; what is important is that Miss 
Hotitipay makes the girl likeable 
and credible as well as comic and not 
very bright. Similarly with Mr. Ray 

whom we have already seen as the 
stupid pug in Pat and Mike (pre 
sumably made later, for this film 
says it “introduces” him): you 
might broadly suggest the difference 
by saying that this character is con 
siderably less stupid, but there's 
much more in it than that. Together 
they recall the story of their mar 
riage ancl what went wrong with 
it: the flashbacks are beautifully 
handled, ingeniously led into the 
narrative framework and sometimes 
for a moment or two amusingly 
synchronized with the reported 
dialogue in the off-screen voice, or 
voices. The ending, which has the 
couple deciding to try again, is 
perhaps sentimental, but it by no 
means wrenches probability for 
these characters as they have been 
established. This is not only a 
funny film but an attractive one 


The Strange Ones (Director 
Jean-Prerrk MELVILLE) is a film 
of Jean Cocreau’s novel Les 
Enfants Terribles, and he collab- 
orated with the director in adapting 
it, but it is not exactly to be 
described as a Cocteau film, even 
though besides this he provides a 
framework of commentary for the 
whole thing, linking episodes and 
incidents, setting the scene, and at 
one point even announcing the off 
sereen death of an important char 
acter. “The strange ones” are a 
brother and sister who carry into 
adult life the habits of mind, the 
mutual dependence, the privat 
language and a great many of thy 
objects (“ treasures "’) of their youth 
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The picture opens with a schoolboy 
episode in some ways reminiscent of 
Zéro de Conduite, and develops a 
strange, dreamlike, sometimes in- 
cidentally comic mood to end in 





[The Marrying Kind 
Jcpvy Hoiimay 
Atpo Ray 


Florence Keejer 
Chea Keefer 


cold, quite unaffecting tragedy. 
Unaffecting; but it is a fascinating 
oddity, full of visual felicities and 
accompanied with striking effect at 
intervals by the music of Bach and 
Vivaldi 


Survey 
(Dates in brackets refer to Punch reviews) 

There are two quite notable new 
The Thief and The Pickwick 
Papers, Otherwise the most interest- 
ing London shows are as before 
Golden Warie or ¢ ‘aaque @Or 
(24/9/52), Kon-Tiki with Les In- 
connus dans la Maison (22/10/52) 
and Limelight (29/10/52). 

The Gentle Gunman (5/11/52) is 
at the top of a not very inspiring list 
of releases 


ones, 


Ricuarp MALurrt 
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ie. BODKING OFFICE 


G.B.S. and Mrs. Pat 

Bernard Shaw and Mrs. Patrick Campbell: Their 

Cerrespondence. Edited by Alan Dent. Gollancz, 21)- 
OVE letters written by the great and famous can 

read just as absurdly as those of humbler folk. 
The eagerly-awaited correspondence between Shaw and 
Mrs. Patrick Campbell contains a good deal that is 
interesting as theatrical history, but does little to 
enhance either reputation. Shaw comes out slightly 
the better of the two, but not very well. His treatment 
of his wife was far from pretty, and indeed his treat- 
ment of Mrs. Pat was often strange for a man who 
claimed to be in love; on the other hand one’s final 
sympathy is with him, not because he carried the 
intellectual guns and wrote more amusingly, but 
because in the later stages of their long friendship 
Mrs. Pat with unattractive persistence tried to cash in 
on it, badgering him mercilessly for parts in his plays, 
for permission to publish letters which she knew would 
hurt his wife, and even for money. Not many of these 
letters bear comparison with those exchanged with 
Elien Terry, and Shaw knew it. Writing to Mrs. Pat 
in 1932—by then he was addressing her as “My dear 
Stella,” and not “ Ever blessedest darling,” as in 1913-—- 
he reminded her that whereas he and Ellen Terry, 
who didn’t see one another, put everything on paper, 
he and Mrs. Pat had had everything out viva voce, 
which would make their letters an anti-climax after 
the Terry collection. 

How grand a passion it really was is impossible to 
judge from Bernard Shaw and Mrs. Patrick Campbell : 
Their Correspondence, which covers the period from 
1899 to 1939, and rises to a peak of ardour and frequency 
in 1912 and 1913. Mrs. Pat protested afterwards that 
they had been most respectably in the clouds, and she 
seems seldom to have been without a shrewd suspicion 
that Shaw was partly play-acting when he called her 
his mother of angels, his treasure, and the ensainted 
friend of his very soul; but there was a curious incident 
in 1913, when Mrs. Pat was resting at Sandwich, 
and had to flee from his importunity. She informed 
him later she had run away because ‘‘I wanted 
to remain Queen of the Kingdom of my heart,” but 
Shaw was as seriously put out as it was possible for him 
to be. One cannot blame Charlotte Shaw for feeling that 
her husband was making an ass of himself. Mrs. Pat 
wrote of her jealousy with sarcasm, but it baffled and 
worried Shaw—“I throw my desperate hands to 
heaven and ask why one cannot make one beloved 
woman happy without sacrificing another.” Mrs, Pat 
accused him of using her to tease Charlotte, and during 
the long and undignified squabble over publication made 
this memorable statement: “If only she had been kind 
to me we could have selected the letters together.” 

But if Mrs. Pat’s self-pity became a nuisance to 
him in her decline, Shaw deserved punishment for the 


letter he sent her on the morning before the first-night 
triumph of ‘ Pygmalion,” tearing her performance to 
shreds; as she rightly said, it would have made a 
weaker woman commit suicide. Romance did little 
to remove his sting as critic. Writing about a sub- 
sequent production of the play, he told her “You 
certainly can boil a scene in bread-and-milk better 
than anyone I know. But this, beloved, would be 
better boiled in brandy.” 

The gaps in the correspondence are filled by notes 
by Mr. Alan Dent, whose admirable editing furnishes 
all necessary contemporary information. Only Shaw 
could have been funny about his own cold-blooded 
scientific interest in his mother's cremation, His best 
letters here concern the theatre, and some are mag- 
nificent. On this subject Mrs. Pat's lively replies have 
a kind of intuitive wisdom and considerable humility, 
and there is also a warm domestic side te her which is 
charming. But, urging publication, she believed that 
“generations will smile joyfully at the Glorious ‘love 
charade’ and will call these letters a feast for the Gods.” 
I would count the uncomfortable business of the love 
charade out of this feast Eric Keown 


The Big Change. Frederick Lewis Allen. Hamish Hamilton, 
15/- 


The writer thinks that America in the last fifty 
years has advanced to the edge of socialism and then, 
still advancing, has passed it by. His contrast between 
conditions in the United States fifty years ago and 
to-day is pretty grim in the retrospect, broadly hopeful 
for the future. In 1900, when one man might go 
unashamed and untaxed on an income greater than 
that of twenty thousand rather hungry fellow citizens, 
the prophecies of Karl Marx seemed to be coming true. 
Since then, by way of wars, the shattering trade 
depressionand thestirring of the old Puritan conscience, 
something has happened. Mr. Allen, racy, lively, 





























“You'd bave thoucht they'd have had the 
sense to make a door in it somewhere.”’ 
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colloquial, is eager to make it clear that the machine 
of State has never been scrapped, though endless 
patching and tinkering have been needed with much 
heat of argument and some barking of knuckles. In 
the result, society is now stratified by culture rather 
than wealth, strike pickets are offered cups of tea 
instead of machine guns, expectation of life has 
increased nearly twenty years, even the colour problem 
has been humanized—and there are cars. C. ©. P. 


Lord Hervey's Memoirs 
Kimber, 35 


Edited by Romney Sedgwick. 


The benefit which some years ago Mr. Romney 
Sedgwick conferred on the student of the eighteenth 
century, in the form of a better and fuller text of the 
memoirs of John, Lord Hervey, than had hitherto been 
available, he has now extended to a larger public. 
The memoirs have been re-edited, shorn of such matter 
as only the specialist could want, in a single comely 
volume. We are thus enabled to contemplate without 
distraction a picture of court life, and more particularly 
of family disunion in the highest places, which can 
hardly be paralleled for intimacy ; for Hervey, as 
Vice-Chamberlain to George Il and the confidant of 
Queen Caroline, was nearer the throne than Pepys or 
Creevey could, or Horace Walpole cared to be. Perhaps 
it is a distorted picture, for its author had the limitations 
of one who could see in self-interest the only motive 
of conduct. But within those limitations he was a 
brilliant portraitist. He has been justly compared 
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with Tacitus; while his analysis of (for instance) the 

triangular relationship of King, Queen and mistress 

is positively Stendhalian in ite dispassionate penetration. 
F. B. 


Isle of Sinners. Henri Quoeffelec. Translated from the French 

by James Whitall. Derek Verachoyle, 12/6 

The film seems to have cast its coming shadow over 
this unsubstantial pageant of Breton fisher-folk. It is 
enacted by an island community given to wrecking, 
robbery, murder and every other crime to which a 
Celtic littoral is, for purposes of fiction, addicted. 
The natives of Sein are so unpleasant that no priest 
will stay with them; so Thomas Gourvennec, a 
ritualistically-inclined playboy, gradually assumes the 
P.P.’s functions to the great satisfaction of his flock. 
The church reeks of incense and reverbérates with 
Latin; and though a beautiful girl endeavours to 
provide sex appeal, Thomas finds his growing power 
incompatible with distractions, and when a surly son 
consults him about the elimination of an aged mother, 
rises helpfully to the oceasion. The Bishop of Quimper, 
realizing Thomas's suitability to the parish, ends by 
ordaining him; and the book closes in the spirit of 
“The Ingoldsby Legends” from which, despite its 
total lack of humour, its ecclesiastical capers obviously 
derive. H. P. BE. 


SHORTER NOTES 


Boy and Man. Lawrence Hanson. 
A sequel to “Shining Morning Face.” Reminiscences of prep 
school and home presented as fiction. This terrifying miniature 
of life as the sensitive son of a bullying, self-made man is much 
more original than would appear from the theme. Pre-1914 
setting: attractive picture of an odd, imaginative headmaster: 
an atmosphere of menacing secrets that recalls the film “The 
Childhood of Maxim Gorki.” 


Westward the Sun. 


Peter Davies, 12/6. 


Geoffrey Cotterell. Eyre and 
Spottiewoode, 12/6. Rich and readable novel dealing with 
the East End at war. Linda and Ethel, both in their teens, 
are tough and calculating products of a harsh environment, 
and both pursue love and matrimony with zeal and cunning. 
The characters are all skilfully drawn, and the dialogue sparkles. 

Master Jim Probity. Frank Swinnerton. Hutchinson, 
12/6. The life story of a Fleet Street go-getter and humbug, 
painted in glowing primary colours. The abundance of gusto, 
good spirits and downright readability carry it along at such 
@ pace that the author's cynical disregard for beauty of style 
hardly matters at all. 

No Distress Signals. Winifred Brown. Peter Davies, 
15/-. An account, by a writer formerly well-known as an air- 
woman, of her experiences as Chief Coxswain of a motor-boat 
attached to a flying-base in Anglesey; told in determinedly 
facetious vein, enhanced by a dense and intensely boring 
atmosphere of smutty stories, bad language and innumerable 
pink gins. 

Poker and I. John Coates. Gollancz, 12/6. Light novel 
which is at first hard-workingly satirical on a fantastic basis, 
later becomes a straight though heightened narrative of love 
in war-time, with surprising touches of sentimental radiance. 
Skilfully done and amusing. 


The British Genera! Election of 1951. D. E. Butler. 
Macmillan, 21/-. An analysis of the campaign and its results, 
with instructive chapters on the public opinion polls, election 
broadcasting and television, and the Press. Contributions 
from various hands on the battle in the constituencies tend to 
be repetitious and rather dull 


Look at You. David Langdon. Methuen, 8/6. A new 
collection of more than ninety humorous drawings, most of 
them from Punch 
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SAME CINEMA, 
SAME EARS 


OU may recall how Klottski and 

his fiendish band of nuclear 
physicists captured the “rocket- 
man” and taught it to eat plutonium 
with a bulldozer in one hand and a 
crane in the other. From the 
Pentagon flashed the signal, “Clear 
all wires, radar screens, runways, 
and gang-planks!” 
generals began to leap out of jeeps 
like P.T. corporals. “ Krer catm!” 
said the headlines, two feet high for 
rapid reading. Millions of aeroplanes 
zoomed upwards, apparently play- 
ing thousands of Sousa marches 
through their exhausts, in the direc- 
tion of the underground laboratory. 

But who can forget (same pro- 
gramme) the poignant moment when 
Toinette, daughter of the mayor, 
met Pierre the contractor’s son! 
Deep in the heart of the Dordogne 
they didn’t want their pastoral 
calm shattered by a main drain, and 
the distant sheep bleated in a 
register indefinably French while an 
old man looked at the stormy even- 
ing sky and shook his head. Doves 
cooed and clop-clop went the hooves 
on the cobbles of the farmyard. 
“But this thing must not be—it is 
understood!” The English sub- 
titles served to emphasize the dis- 
tance between ourselves and this 
quiet land. 

And yet (only ninety minutes 
away) Klottski was explaining to 
his fiendish physicists how the 
rocket-man could be taught to chew 
lumps out of the Free World. All 
of a sudden there was a large hole 
in the roof of the underground 
laboratory and a lot of noise and 
smoke. Sergeant O’Gravy called 
out “Don’t let them get away, I 
tell you!” He began to shuffle 
about in the gloom, waving some- 
thing that looked like a haggis on 
the end of a pole. “This Mark Five 
detector is the job!” he cried, and 
now and again the haggis gave out a 
weird glow. But the rocket-man, 
who was from another universe, 
disappeared through the hole in 
the roof faster than sound, aided 
by special camera-effects. Fifty 


Hundreds of 


“That's three new ones to-day—a Munsbridge Grammar 
School, a West Rockham Secondary and a Redcliffe College.” 


thousand tanks in perfect formation 
now began pursuit, but while high- 
ranking security-men in conference 
looked grim the rocket-man bent 
down and began eating the tanks 
with his bulldozer and crane. The 
erunching noise was terrific and 
the military marches played by the 
massed brass bands on the sound- 
track were only partially obscured 
by the clatter of the high-explosive 
shells rebounding from the rocket- 
man’s head. 

Ah, but (autre temps, autre 
maurs) the rustling of the reeds 
spoke the love of Pierre the con- 
tractor’s son as he confessed to 
Toinette his lack of interest in the 
scheme for the main drain. And far 
away, inthehillsabovethe vineyards, 
a five-piece orchestra was playing 
Debussy. Meanwhile, the storm- 
clouds at which the old man had 
been shaking his head began to pile 
up in the west, and peasants old and 
young made their way to the inn 
for the meeting. A few drops of rain 
were falling as the lovers sought 
shelter by the bridge. Pit-a-pat, 
pit-a-pat went the raindrops, as 
the distant strings obliged with the 
“Submerged Cathedral.” “When 
I am with you, Toinette, I want to 
build beautiful cities and splendid 
blocks of flats. Somebody else can 
lay drains!” The hush of eventide 
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settled over the meadows, the river, 
the vineyards, the five-piece orches- 
tra, and the sound-track. “But 
listen, Pierre! What was that!” 
It was the discordant coo of a 
dilatory dove. 

Under the careful tuition of 
Kiottski (however) the rocket-man 
was soon able to remove the top of 
the Empire State building and heave 
it into the Grand Canyon. Top- 
flight intelligence-men looked par- 
ticularly grim at this news because 
it had leaked out. Seventy thousand 
trucks loaded with soldiers now 
roared out of barracks; the soldiers 
were fitted with helmets which came 
well over their ears, but despite this 
they seemed frightened by the 
noise of the massed bands. All was 
quiet in the rocket-man’s new hide- 
out 'mid the icy wastes of Alaska, 
save for the ghastly crackling, hiss- 
ing, and plopping of Klottski’s 
secret plutonium-canning factory. 
Suddenly—wheee! and whoosh! 
The marines! On skis! Firing from 
the hip! “Don’t shoot till you see 
the whites of his electronic eyes!” 
clipped Sergeant O’Gravy, grim- 
faced. Five thousand tanks floated 
down by parachutes, but the rocket- 
man ate most of them. The massed 
bands were now playing so loudly 
that they were almost visible. 

But the old man who had 














looked at the storm-clouds knew a 
thing or two Before Pierre and 
Toinette could get away from the 
tow-path down came the deluge to 
swell the river into a raging torrent 
because they wouldn't have a main 
drain in those parte. Swish-swish! 
went the raging torrent, while a 
bassoon was added to the five-piece 
orchestra over the hill. 
“Don't, ete.!" cried Sergeant 
O' Gravy rocket-man from 
began rubbing 
icebergs together to make a new 
noise. The runner came up panting 
Sergeant O'Gravy missing, sir!” 
The rocket-man tore off the top of a 
mountain. The general looked grim 
Sergeant O'Gravy’s  girl-friend 
must be informed at once,” he said 
Let us form ourselves into a 
chain!” said the sub-title. 
But Pierre pushed aside the peasants 
and plunged into the raging torrent. 
He rescued Toinette, which obliged 
the to consent to the 


as the 


another universe 


ving 


mayor 


engagement of the young couple anc! 
to the laying of the main drain. The 
bassoonist withdrew. 

Nevertheless, Sergeant O'Gravy 
clinging to the rocket-man’s head 
sent out signals on his walkie-talkie 
including six-figure map-references 
for the Amazon hinterland. Ten 
thousand monkeys and parrots 
objected—as the marines went in 
for the kill! But no! With unearthly 
howls, full of frustration, the 


& 
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rocket-man took off in a shower of 
sparks for hisown universe. Sergeant 
O’Gravy landed on his feet, the 
massed bands making the captured 
Klottski and his band cringe in 
terror; millions of aeroplanes 
zoomed 

Sauntering by the river, now 
tamed by the drain, the lovers let 
the rustle of the reeds tell of their 
devotion. The five-piece orchestra 
tiptoed off the sound-track. 


TUUM 


Intro my garden 

Drop sweet, rosy apples 

From your tree. 

These you ask me to 
return, 

So here they are 

Dropped back 


Gently over the fence. 


Into my garden 

Drop great, leathery 
leaves 

From your other tree. 

These will not burn, 

So here they are 

All in a sack 

With my compliments 
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14 IDEAS FOR GIFTS 








For a lady whe smokes... 
Fire bucket ? Nylon 
hose? We're alight 
with ideas... the , 
best: this Ronson (4 
Adonis, elegant asa ¢ 
platinum watch. , 
From 50/- 





A wind-cheater for keeping out the 
cold? A hip flask for keeping in the 
warmth? Or a Ronson Whirlwind 
(with retractable shield) for lighting 
up in any weather ? 50/- 














For your own sweet wife... 
You want to give her the moon 
and the stars? But come to earth 
—and lay at her feet this lovely 
Diana table lighter by Ronson. 
It's enchantingly finished in rich 
silver plate and she'll love it. 73/6 





Here's two gifts in one—the 
superb Ronson Penciliter. One 
end's a lighter, other's a 
writer. Finished in engine-turned 
chromium and specially packed in 
avery plush, leather-covered presen- 
tation case $5/-, Enamel finishes 70/- 
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cive,A RONSON 


WORLD'S GREATEST LIGHTER 


Press, it's lit... release, it’s out! 


FOR YOUR OWN PROTECTION — LOOK FOR THE TRADE MARK RONSON 
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What are they talking about? 
No, they're not talking about the * 
talking about Burrough’s Gin — because it is tripl 
distilled. This means it undergoes three separate 
distillations, ensuring the highest quality and absolute 
purity. It takes a little longer than other methods. 
But it is effort well spent. For today, Burrough’s 
Becfeater Gin, as always, is soft, smooth and wonder 
fully clean to the palate. Remember, it's triple 
distilled. Price 33/9 per bottle; 1 


Bag”. They'r 


7/7 per half bottk 
ENJOYED SINCE 1820 


rome wn meses =| BURROUGHS Z eve 


OCCASIONS in the most ordinary SEEFEATER 
iT 1S TRIPLE DISTILLED! 


of lives — times when extravagance ix PARED. PERREDON' SFO 





> CALE DISTILEBEY, HUTTON nOaD, 


correct and joy the justification .. .. 
Then is the moment to allow Sobranie 


to say what can rarely be spoken — a 





compliment to the recipient, a sponsor 





for the giver. Here is mildness without 
bite, smoothness with satisfaction, and 


a flavour you will long to repeat. Here 


SO CAN YOU if your car is fitted with the Laycock-de 
‘ mee s Normanville Overdrive 
is not novelty but that true originality As announced at the 1952 Motor Show the Laycock-de 
F Normanville Overdrive is fitted to the new Healey 100. 
To quote Basil Cardew of the Daily Express who recently 
whose roots are deep and whose future tested this car, “ When cruising at a steady 70 m.p.h. the 
petrol consumption was 35 m.p.g.” Its secret ? * The Overdrive.” 
‘ Fitted also on the Standard Vanguard and Triumph Renown 
is assured, as an optional extra, the Laycock-de Normanville Overdrive 
will soon be seen on a number of other famous British Cars. 


Write us for descriptive literature, and specify it for your ner car 


SOBRANIE gv \ amma cur 


¥ 
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# 4°44 Hedvedh Manufactured by br 
a Se i LAYCOGK ENGINEERING LTD., SHEFFIELD 8, ENGLAND. (A Birfield Go.) 


\\ rs UNDER EXCLUSIVE LICENCE FROM: AUTO’ TRANSMISSIONS LTD., COVENTRY. 
“ eens Oe tl att al it i a 
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My message to the Public 
by Father Christmas 


As you can imagine I am one of the most overworked men 
in the kingdom at this time of year. I not only have to 
think up presents for all the children, but I also have to 
find presents for 25,000,000 men which is almost as ex- 
acting. In view of this I have hit on the happy idea of 
appointing Austin Reeds as my chief assistants. In their 
capable and experienced hands you will find Christmas 
shopping becomes the greatest possible pleasure. They 
have hundreds of ideas for presents for men and you can 
confidently rely on them to pack and post your presents 


for you. In fact, as someone remarked recently 


Austin Reeds 


have a gift for 
this sort of thing 


AUSTIN REED OF REGENT STREET - LONDON & PRINCIPAL CITIES + LONDON ‘PHONE: REGENT 6789 
ts 
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DEPTH OF RECES 
tographically and etched them by an 
Dhegan to seck an 


DETERMINES THE 
TON 
cans of reproducing fine 


nd shade. In 1890, when he 
m of 


had developed the 
tf ink trol still used today, | 


he met Karl Klic 


an inventor 
om Austria. In 


llaboration they set out to apply Samuel Fawcett's 
methods to the printing of paper, and by 1895 they had evolved the 
photogravure process now known throughout the world for the 
fineness and fidelity of its results. Im achieving this quality, an 
nportant contribution has been made by the development through 
years of the specialised gravure papers produced by the 
1 Paper Group. For this is an organisation which has inherited 


founder, Albert E. Reed 


a vigorous tradition of paper 
\ 


with gravure printings, so too with kraft 


newsprint 
the changing needs of trade and umes are 
pated. In this way the Reed Paper Group, with its 

ured technological experience and technical 
{ today in the many-sided service mt can offer 


Pioneers in modern paper technology 


ALBERI Ee. REED & & 
mLis co. LTD 


iATED PAPER CO. LTD + MEDWAY PAPER SACKS LTD 
LTD + BROOKGATE INDUSTRIES LTD REED PAPER SALES LTD 
(GLOUCESTER) FE. R. FREEMAN & WESCOTT LTD 


Head Office: tos Piccadilly London Wi 


EMPIRE 


PAPER MILLS LTD 
ATED PAPER CO 


THE MEDWAY 
REED FLONG 
LRING CO. LTD 


CORRI 
LTD (MANCHESTER) 
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ALL JOIN IN THE FUN AT THE 


FACTORY FOLLIES 


No psizes for spotting the 
cause of this monkey business! 
Haphazard, out-of-date 
materials handling is behind 
the muddle that cuts output 
and piles up costs in so many 
factories. Planned handling 
methods save all along the 
line. An inexpensive layout 
of overhead runways and elec- 
a. tric lifting blocks can 
transform production. Work flows to where it is 
wanted; work space expands; fatigue lessens; output 
climbs; costs drop. Look into this—it will pay you! 
THIS PROBLEM WAS DIFFERENT For years women machinists 
had struggled with heavy bales of cloth in a London factory. 
‘Then a My-Te-Min took over. Resuit—dquicker, safer, cheaper 
lifting. ‘This latest electric Pulley Block works like a trojan for 
the cost of a little clectric current. Various models handle from 
400 to 3,600 Ibs. Prices from £69. Hook or trolley suspension. 
Every factory has a job for a My-Te-Min ; what's yours 
Other King blocks lift up to 10 tons. 


WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED BOOKLETS 


CONVEYORS 


KING CRANES 


PULLEY BLOCKS | 
SECISTERED TRAGER Bene | 
Our representanve will call on you—anywhere in the world 


GRO. W. KING LTD., 15 WORKS, HITCHIN, HERTS. TEL: HITCHIN 960. AND AT STEVENAGE. 


TWO 60it 
SEAMS 

WELDED IN 

45 MINUTES 


This box column for a Power Station, 66ft | 


long and 4ft x 2ft 6ins, is well within the 


capacity of Cleveland’s manipulators. 


CLEVELAND ¢feiisjee/sricnta ctuor 


Fouls 


BOOTHS 


Look for the ginin the six-sided bottle 
and take home a bottle to-day 


MAXIMUM PRICES IN U.K, 
Bottle 33/9 - Half Bottle 17/7 - Quarter Bottle 9/2 - Miniature 3)7 








b 2 eeL+ 
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AN ENTIRELY * ANGLEPOISE... 


CH « | 
ists G" t y Ko ible, 
Ca, | as your 


finger 


That's Anglepoise of 1001 angles . . . stays 
put where you want it . . . saves eyestrain 

. » Saves current (25 or 40 watt bulb). 
From £4 19s, 6d. (inc. p.t.). In black, 
cream, cream-gold. All good elec- 
tricians and stores. 


OSS WHET WE SERN > 


Looa! An entirely aew and 


asting Christmas gift it only . a 
came out this year. The Hoover E 
Electric §=Polisher —for foors, 19 gns TERRY e 
vurrounds and furniture Just 
what she watts! Without the (plus tax {i isé 
(: 
Aege 


LAMP 


slightest effort, it gives a really 
Jazzling gloss -that lusts longer, £9.19.6) ; 
too. Special soft lambswool pads +P. terme 
for furniture. Ask your Hoover stweys eveilebdle : a 

at aff countries 


b 


Dealer to demonstrate 
— ree ng Oo: Rp TE 


a . 2 z 
rH E HOOVER ELECTRIC PO SHER Sole Makers: HERBERT TERRY & SONS LTD., REDDITCH 
MANCHESTER BIRMINGHAM 


LONDON 








FOR FLOORS AND FURNITURE 


CoSinaKw. WORLD'S MOST 


LUXURIOUS HOT-WATER BOTTLE 





nu 












































The “Cosimax” is the most 








/ Py 





luxurious hot water bottle made. 
The outside is velvet-plush, soft 
and always “warm” to the touch, 
and the inside consists of a superior 
rubber lining which will long out- 
last the life of an ordinary hot water 
bottle. The “ Cosimax” is shaped 
for comfort, and the metal filler-cap 
is covered by a flap, which shuts like a | 
purse with two flat pressstuds. Further- | 
more, the “Cosimax,” because of its | 
special construction, stays cosily warm 
all night. Give yourself “ Cosimax” 
luxury-warmth this winter. A bed- 
time luxury you deserve. Price 27/6d. 
from all good stores and chemists. 


GAYMER'S means cyder at its best. Try one 


o or more of these superb GAYMER varieties 
Cosimax by specially blended to please all palates. 
Obtainable from your usual supplier. 
WM. GAYMER & SON LTD - ATTLEBOROUGH & LONDON 
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Look what you get 
in the RAYMOND 


the most effective 
gas cooker ever produced 
for Britain 





Its larger hotplate with unterchanyeable 
parts is finished in stainless, glass-sinooth 
vitreous enamei, and all meta! parts are 
stainiess and rustproof. 


Here's automatic press-button lighting Though it’s a larger gas cooker, the 
— and safety taps — for every burner ! Raymond saves floor space, for it fits 
A safety device ensures that the oven right aguiast the wall, Oven vents are 
lights onty when the door is open. yust behund the hotplate — see above. 


You are invited to view this beautiful, automatic 

and labour-saving gas cooker . . . the luxurious and efficient 
RAYMOND ... at your local gas showrooms. 

It sells at 614 guineas. 


The Raymond gas cooker is available on hire purchase in most areas. 
It is a product of General Gas Appliances Limited, of Audenshaw, Manchester. 
Propriztors : Allied Ironfounders Limited, 28 Brook Street, London, W.1. 











CABLES 


cancel distance 


say a ‘1a Imperial 


Post Office a 


& Wireless Services 


An enduring 
token of 
goodwill 


It is fashionable and sensible this year 
to give gifts that are practical. Definitely 
there are few gifts more useful than a 
Swan Pen and none that is more gladly 
received. 

Swan pens have a reputation for quality 
and reliability that goes a long way back. 
To-day’s models are worthy upholders 
of this fine tradition. 


MODEL “44” 


in @ variety of colours with automatic screw 


fill and 14 et. gold nib. 


Price 48/11 Taz Poid 


There are other models at prices to suit your 
needs, Ask any pen dealer. 


COUN 


100%) YEARS OF GOOD WRITING & 2% 
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BETWEEN 


FRIENDS 


Send a case of Harvey’s famous wines 
. + +» from the Bristol Milk Cellars 


Nothing can express goodwill quite so 
happily as the plain wooden case from 
Harveys of Bristol, filled with the Wines 
which have made Harveys and Bristol 
equally famous. 


No, 1 
1 bottle Falanda Sherry, superior rich golden 
1 bottle Brown Cap Port, old tawny 


No. 3 

1 bottle Fino Sherry, light pale dry 

1 bottle White Cap Port, old full tawny, dry 
1 bottle Sauternes Supéricur 


No. 5 


1 bottle Merienda Sherry, pale mediwm dry 
1 bottle Shooting Sherry, full golden 
1 bottle Club Port, old light tawny, special 


No. 7 
1 bottle Bristol Dry Sherry, very superior 
old fino 


1 bottle Hunting Port, fine old tawny 
1 bottle Harvey’s Reserve Cuvée Champagne 74%. 


The charge includes carriage and package, 
and any case from our special Gift List will 
be delivered to any address in Great Britain 
in time for Christmas, if ordered before 
December 15th. Please write for this list — 
or choose from the examples quoted here. 


JOHN HARVEY 


& SONS LTD. OF BRISTOL FOUNDED IN 1796 





By App Wine Merch to the late King George VI 


5 Pipe Lane, Bristol I 
London Office: 40 King Street, St. James's, 8.W.1 
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Carpet your rooms ALL OVER with | 


*MAYFAIR’ CARPETING | 
HALF THE PRICE OF A ‘SQUARE’ 


Mayfair Needleloom Carpeting, in choice of 
9 lovely shades of close-woven felt, is rubber- 
backed for long wear and ease of handling. 2 
Easily cut to fit flush into recesses and around 

















Colour: ; Heather, Fawn, Brown, Red, Blue, “ 
ws ~2 —. re, ae 


’ 
” decuieae 27", 36", and 54” wide. 
SLIP MATS store cen 77s 1 lie. 


Sampies 1{- (returnable). Send 1/- Jor sample pisos 9 
lowely colours to choose from. d 


MAYFAIR MAIL ORDERS LTD. (Dept. éc) 16, Blackfriars Lane, London, £.C.4 





Hawkins TECAL is 
| efficient untae 


| by the makers of the world .~ 


xxiii 


Hawkine TECAL 


Makes tea or coffee automatically while you sicep 
Calls yeu when brewed 


water 
Attractive lamp 
tights 


THE IDEAL GIFT! { 


mieed merveltons - ee, * one 
dling service greatly appreciated by 
and old. Piping hot tea or coffee made — * vio 


y you are awakened-you start 
Hawkins 


fl so 
TECAL 


Ask your local Tecal dealer co show you the new “ Hawkins 
Tiffee ""—1c's astounding too | Deuils on request. 


L. G. Hawkins & Co. Led., 30-35 Drury Lane, London, W.C.2. 


ous Howkins Pressure Cookers 








RATTRAY’S 


7 RESERVE 
TOBACCO 


has long been acclaimed 
as a masterpiece of the 
blender’s art. In it the 
steadfast virtues of pure 
Virginian are enhanced 
and enlivened by the 
subtle fragrance of choice 
Orientals—of hand 
stemmed Syrian Latakis, 
and rare Turkish leaf. 
Such a union can only 
be consummated by the 
skill and patience of de- 
voted craftsmen. It fulfils, 
above all, the exacting re- 
quirements of the constant 
smoker. 





The perfection of Waldorf 

Club Stationery symbolises her 
natural sense of good taste, and 
its distinctive quality enables 
her to dramatize her personal 


A customer writes from Carnforth- style. 


“ Please send me another Vb. of 
2 Reserve by veturn of post as I 
find I am getting very short of this 
wonderfully pleasing tobacco.” 








standards. 
To be obtained 
ONLY from : 
CHARLES 
RATTRAY 


Tobacco Biender 
PERTH, SCOTLAND 





Price 78). per Ib.. Post Paid. Send 19/6 
for sample quarter-Ib. tin, Post Free 





To the increasing number of women 

who place such importance on personal ‘ 
correspondence, Waldorf Club adequately meets their meticulous 
They just love its satin-smooth surface which makes 
writing and receiving a letter such a pleasure. 

Obtainable at all good stationers in Ivory and Cobalt shades, 
and in two sizes. Boxes, writing pads and envelopes. 


Watnorr Gius— 


The Noiturotihy Wotapa ber 


NEWTON MILL LTD. 24/25, NEW soe. 34 STREET, LONDON, W.1 





All new Books available 


on day of publication. 
Secondhand and rare 


Books on every — 

Stock of over three 

million volumes. 

Foyles Record 

pat Psa: re Pathe. 
P. 

and all other — 

Subscripté taken 

Brivish, American “ipa Fs 


tinental magazines ; and we 
havea first-class Postal 





We BUY Books, Stamps, Coins. 


6190-825 
CHARING CROSS ROAD 
LONDON WCc2 
Gerrard 5660 (16 lines) 
Open 9-6 (inc, Sats.) 











Goddard's 
Sy fe Shwe (Z, 


Ahee foot rk tf 


At pF ddd 





THE GAITISH SEAGULL CO. LTO. 


POOLE DORSET. Telephone POOLE 818 











' Ba 


cw OOM 1602 


The World's 
finest pipe. Cut 
from finest old matured briar, it 
represcnts the achievement of 140 
years’ pipe making in London. 
Also available in Standard 
and Sandblast Series 


B. BARLING & SONS 
PIPEMAKERS IN LONDON SINCE 1812 


Good Style - Exceptional Value 
HARD WEARING J 


CAVALRY TWILL 
TROUSERS 


‘dea! \of COwntry or conual 
wear Smartiy tattored trom 
heovy weight Breeches clach 
m brown, fawn of crey 
Seltt-cupporting, shirt-erip 
weist, permanent tucn-ups 
2 side and ip pockets 
LADIES’ shee, some price 
Send waist and inside leg 
measurements Cheque 
cahorC.O.D. Satisfectvon 


os Money refunded 
cady to Wear 
ost Pree, only 65/- 

Dept. P.1 LL. PHILLIPS 

54, West Street, Brighton | (Est. 50 years) 











Gy & Signe 


Pawar 


aren co 


is an unusually fine 
liqueur brandy, and 
at SO/- represents 
remarkable value. 
The attractive gilt 
decorated box and 
two beautiful liqueur 
glasses are quite free. 
I'ry some now and 
reserve a few boxes 
for your special 
gifts. Place your 
order carly. Ob- 
tainable from 
your local wine 
merchants or 
leading Lon 

don stores 


PRICE 


Prunier B & 8 © 

also packed in a boa with 
two glesees is excellent 
value at 44 - comm 


4. PRUMIER & CO. LTD., 


as 
illustrated 


G2 FENCHURCH STREET, LONDON, E03. 





A Vehicle of Information 


Home Fires 
Fires are quite all ee in 


bulldings, they can quickly 
run through the property 
Though nothing can put 
back what has been lost, our 
Fire Policy can make good 
your 
Better Terms 
When school fees come in, 
some fathers find themselves 
wrestling with sums. Others 
have discovered however, 
thai the right answer to this 
particular problem is to take 
out an Education Policy with 
us well before schooling be- 
gins. It's just a matter of 
good arithmetic. 
Future Outlook Settled 
However promising 
. the future safi 
ry all-important for you = 
your dependants. prob- 


o 


lem demands a careful con- 
sideration of a Life Policy, 
and our booklet ‘How to be 
Well Assured’ gives a variety 
of choices to suit your need 
You'd be weil-advised to 
read it. 
For Your Panes 

The bigger the windows, 
the more natural targets they 

for sticks, stones and 

elbows. When they are 
broken, our Plate Glass 
Policy makes sure you are 
fairly compensated for the 
damage 
And finally... 

if you would know more 
about any of the policies out- 
lined here, if we can provide 
any information about any 
particular policies or about 
insurance problems generally 
~—pray make what use of us 
you wish. Our address is 
1 King William Street, Dept 
P.1, London, B.C.4 


THE LONDON ASSURANCE 
biry Geert feaate 4 Atal wh 


‘ee 


| —the Father of British Racehorses 


f | pulled a water cart in Paris ? 


| Thoroughbreds in Europe, America and 
Australia all trace their ancestry im direct 
male line to three Eastern horses. One of 
| these, the Godolphin Barb was found 
| under the most peculiar circumstances. 
While walking through Paris in 1730, Mr. 

| Coke, a Norfolk gentleman, found the 


| he bought the horse. He was astonished to 

jlearn from an Arab employed by the 

| Sultan of Morocco that the horse was of 
the finest blood and a present from his 

| master to the King of France. 

| A PROUD SPIRIT, The King’s grooms 

|however found the stallion wild and 
| untameab le and in an attempt to break 


om cee eee om ee as oe 
Sieme cond ane © tes copy of your new 
1) dstrated brochure tan RE hw hong, 





il 





his proud spirit had put him to pulling a 
vegetable cart for the head chef at 
Versailles. When even this failed to age 
him, he was sold to the water carrier who 
had tried to starve him into submission. 
Mr. Coke sent the horse back to England 
where it was nursed back to health. On 
its owner's death, the horse passed to his 
friend Lord Godolphin 








OID YOU KNOW thet for over belf « 
century the House of Cope has provided an 
werivatied service for sportemen, based on 
COurtesy, integrity and dependability! Vrice 
NOW for our tlustraced brochure 


NO LIMIT * ALL POSTAGE PAID 
are Letter & Telegram 
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Enchantment lies in a glass of 


“ Pintail"’—and so connoisseurs are 


again happily writing cheques for per- 


|sonal supplies of this proud product 
| of Spain. A special gift pack of two 
| bottles is available for 42/4d, direct 


from Matthew Gloag & Son Ltd., of 


| Perth, Scotland, who have been im- 
| porting fine sherry since 1800, 


| 


| 





Loy CAN DEPEND ON 


| | premsoes. 


don. C4 | The World’ Best Known Turf Acc 


“ Pintail™ 
dry sherry. 
your order right away. 


Pintai 


Perth, Scotions 


is a quite exceptional pale 
You are invited to send 


| Gale Warning 


Every time 


interrupted 

by « “Gale 

Warning ” 

think of the Lifeboatmen. They 
may be answering a call of 
distress 


The Lifeboat Service is entirely 
tupperted by voluntary contribu- 
tons. our help is needed. 
ROYAL NATIONAL 
LIFEBOAT INSTITUTION 
42 GROSVENOR GARDENS 
LONDON, 8.W.1L 
The xr of + T..C.B., 

V.D., Treasurer, 
Col e .~ "Burnett Brown, M.C 
T.D.. M.A., Secretary. 


AFTER-SHAVE EASE 





WEOLEY & SOOTT LTO. 74 WEAMAN OT. ErOEROHae « 
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“You asked for Benson F Hedges cigarettes, Sir” 








Fitting accompaniment to smoothly luxurious travel, 


Benson & Hedges Lid. are proud to annownce that 
thetr Super Virginia cigarettes ave avaiable on the 
world’s most famous airways, including all routes 


pond tpn gone Be BENSONad HEDGES Super Virginia cigarettes 


BRITISH OVERSEAS AIRWAYS 
CORPORATION, 

SCANDINAVIAN AIRLINES SYSTEM, are 2 . > . 2c y ; 
peruemcenpenty wget Pong are made from the finest of fine tobaccos with 
CEYLON « EL-AL ISRAEL AIRLINES, 
AUSTRALIAN NATIONAL AIRWAYS 
TRANS-AUSTRALIAN AIRLINES b owe a : 
Le niger <2 ams unhurried, untiring care for all those occasions 
SABENA - MALAYAN AIRWAYS, 
CENTRAL AFRICAN AIRWAYS 
AER LINGUS ~- CYPRUS AIRWAYS 














when only the best will do. 








When only the besw well do 


SY APPOINTMENT 
TOBACCONISTS TO 


Tee Late mincceorcoew: BENSON & HEDGES LTD -: OLD BOND STREET : LONDOWN 
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TT. 


ROSS. D Indian Tonic Vater 


blends with any fine gin in a subtle mellow harmony 











| COLD DAYS... 


* 

BANKS ‘ : The Church Army seeks the 

| =a ae ; : — COLDEST home, the most 

-s = Se y _ — desolate room; the loneliest 

I NSU RANCE i a = x ; ‘= wanderer; the saddest hearts 
COMPANIES |\@emee Sf 6 § aa 


and gives warmth, food, 











: a : _ . oa | companionship. 
+ , r « “! > . 4 The Church Areny este youn sind 
INVESTMENT y 2 ’ . - = . = Y the Chief Roce The ne 
TRUST SS ae ee <8 || “Wilson Carlile, The Church Army, 


55 Bryanston Street, London, W.1. 
COMPANIES 


s of niieeiiee=re———s 9 CHURCH ARM 
The investor can obtain a well- * be tat ak : = WR) <p BEE : : - 


diversified imerest spread over | =] IEEa a lie | For Voice, Throat & Chest 
the stocks and shares of these e + ‘3 - V4 : 


financial institutions through the 








medium of the : is i 
Bank Insurance ; : eS eee MEDICATED PASTILLES 


TeasOare & CO LTO. ant sae 


Trust Corporation pacar & BURMA CHEROOTS 











| Group of Unit Trusts DELAFORCE 


| For full particulars, including bd ' Trial bon of 25 
prices of Units and their yields, § | 
apply through your stock- 

| broker, banker ¢ 


, Solicitor or 
accountant, or direct to the 
Managers of the Trusts:—~ By pricing it at 1®- a bottle, the House of Delaforce (founded 
. io 1668) make it possible for everyone to enjoy this distinctive 
BANK INSURANCE TRUST CORPN Racing Port. From all good wine merchants 


LTD W Trade enquiries to: Twiss & Brownings & Hallowes Led.. Wine & Cigar Merchants 
THIRTY CORNHILL : . 5 Laurence Pountaey Hill, London, B.0 4 MM Royal Exchange, LONDON, £.C.3 
LONDON, £.C.3 ' 


“Gab ig LFA oe fake ‘ We imurte enquiries for our Christmas list 
“ Peis: — of Wines, . Sperits and C' ‘gars. 


The Brush with 
thats Bob avin we EAS | 


nose and splendid coat—a Bob Martin 


dog! Make sure your dog is just as 
eth friendly; give him Bob Martin's 
Condition Powder Tablets. 
$ They contain vitamins and minerals 
({ essential to good condition, and dogs 
\' 


love them. From chemists and pet 
shops, 10d. and 2/- 








THE PROGRESS SHAVING BRUSH COMPANY aay 
Mottram Street, STOCKPORT, Cheshire 49 Leadenhall Street, LONDON E 
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For the roads eX 
of Britain and 133 oe 
other Countries 


30 individually different models to meet the re- 
quirements of the Doctors and professional men 
of our own country, the lady-shopper or school- 
boy or girl . . . and 30 additional models to meet 
the curiously different climatic and road conditions 
(which Hercules have studied) of 133 countries 
overseas ! 


cycie stanp 36 Hercules 


COMPONENT STAND 55 The Fivest Bicup oll 
CYCLE SHOW, eanis couar, Nov. is—n 
Built To-day 


THE HERCULES CYCLE & MOTOR CO. LTD., ASTON, BIRMINGHAM 6 














Scruffy hair? 


Your unseen enemy Your feet must breathe: 
™Y °° DRY SCALP 


OTHER PEOPLE have to look at your hair, not Foot perspir : 5 h Ithy 
you. They'll notice first if it’s dry, lifeless, flecked a tion IS ea 
with dandruff —in other words, if you've got 
of | Scalp! a i b t it t 
‘ortunately, it’s easy to en ry p—a . 
DRY SCALP daily maneage (20 seconds only) with ‘Vaseline’ u if mus escape 

—as others see it Brand Hair Tonic does the trick. Work it gently 

se nies: aeaioam in, moving the whole scalp. You'll soon notice a 

yt hair that’s never ‘real difference-—no more dandruff, hair stays O | | > ] > l llo h 

pra ha neat and well groomed all day. ‘Vaseline’ Hair | nly eat ler so es a Ww C at. 

Scalp. End it with Tonic costs only 2/9d. or 4/3d. (double quantity). 

‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic! Get some today! 


For health and comfort there's 


5 You'll notice a won- 
derful difference 


si wed nothing like leather 


Your scalp will feel | 
healthier; your hair 


a Bt See ens | Safeguard the 


stay in place all day. 


HE SX family healch ASK 
Vaseling HAIR TONIC u isit R E A LLeather?¥ 





THE DRESSING THAT ENDS DRY SCALP 


; 
** Vaseline’ is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mig. Oo. Lid i 








RAVE 


7% f . ond | 
eon cast) | 


esr 
17 





+ 











* oan) . 
BETTER ° 
Pre-war quality 


Oo L-. rom 82/ 


Sperssity Diewdted by 
BALLOCH & CO 
Retwbiished 8 


LANE. LONDON, £.C.3 


LTD 


ne IDOL 


(Menchester ‘quore), © 

WElbeck (664 
Aquitaine ‘Red Bordeaus 6/8 | 
SPANISH CLARET - «165 « 
ANJOU ROSE. . - - 7/- + 
— BUT FOR TASTING —®@& 





rEA| 


rowrT PAID | 


| 


3 BOTTLES FOR £1 = | 


(tet t freee Lenden’ 
sere?’ Boee ‘vewewee 
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How to reduce 
the * Time-lag’ in the treatment 


of Rheumatism 


Despite half a century of painstaking research, there is 
still no unanimity of opinion regarding the causation of 
rheumatic diseases. Treatment is therefore necessarily 
symptomatic and directed to the relief of pain. 

Massage has long been the treatment of choice. But 
in severe cases, adequate massage cannot begin at 
once; the affected muscles are too taut and tender. 
Days or even weeks may have to elapse before the 
patient can benefit from the stimulating effects of 
deep massage. 

This “time-lag” has now been eliminated by the use 
of Lloyd's Adrenaline Cream. 

Gentle massage over the affected myalgic spots with 
this cream brings rapid relief from pain and permits of 
more intensive treatment than would otherwise be 
possible. 


Lloyd's Adrenaline 
C ream is 0b taivable 


citspaey Sromared lloyd + Co.Ltd. 


ylors $/- 
ane ae LEICESTER & LONDON 


Makers af Fine Pharmaceuticals to the Medical Profession since 1880 





* A Werm Winter ? 
with Even Warmth 
Sat acre 
CABINET HEATER 

IMCORTORATIENS tho BENG 
VENT SYSTEM OF _ 


even temperature. 

® Capacity of fuct 
container, 7 pts. ef 
pura Mn 

W Average comsnmp- 
tion, @ hours tot 
« 


W Hours burning, 42 

hours om ome Ailing 
W Size, my" « 15" « 

1) deep 
W Morris biwe flame 

burner 
A modere attractive appearance, finished in 
aetique gold or gold. Price, £10, 108. Od. 
Please write for mame of nearest stockist 

fe manufacturers: — 


Tel.: Battersea 35123 











Whether in rolls, flat packets 
or interleaved sheets 


NOVIO 


is the best value Toilet Paper 








| —MGROI 

















[“MELANYL” 


THE MARKING INK 
MARKS LINEN 


INVELIOLY 


£ PRIMULA | 
CRISPBREAD 
AND 
PRIMULA 
CHEESE 
































Inv three months we received orders 
direct from Doctors for over 7,000 
jars of NUMOL, apart 

from sales through the 

usual channels, and these direct 
orders were all for jars paid 


for by the Doctors. 


NUMOL 


THE BODY BUILDING FOOD 
FOR 
SCHOOL CHILDREN 


yy. ~——ae coneinanbanataE 


pony | and helpful et huski- ay 
ness voice stram, 

rehet for sore throats FT 

ers, sangers and actors. 

This famous remedy is now availabie m 


TURERS 


FA 
reanis 4C0.,LTO.,CRISTOL,?2 














QUEENANNE 


Scotch WuHisky 


HILL THOMSON & CO.LTD 


EDINBURGH Est 
By appo:ntmenc 


Wine and Spirit Merchants 
to the late King George Vi 
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thanks to a bent for..... bottles 


With winter closing in on us, many of us owe William Hooper our 
warm gratitude — his erperiments many years ago led to the invention 
of the rubber hot water bottle. Countless people today are enjoying 
the results of his other experiments with a different type of bottle 
altogether, for he also helped Dr. Struve to make and bottle the fine 
table waters for which Hooper Struve have been noted for generations. 
Hooper STruveE Ginger Beer, for instance, is one of the few you can buy 
today which are actually brewed in the correct, traditional manne 
Because Hooper Struve faithfully follow the old fashioned method, 
their Ginger Beer retains the full-bodied favour which first made this 
such a popular drink. It is warming and satisfying in itself, 
and how smoothly it blends with the spirits of your choice 


the perfect way to keep out the cold! 


Hooper Struve table waters 





BY APPOINTMENT TO HIS LATE MAJESTY KING GEORGE V1. 


MINERAL WATER MANUFACTURERS 





HOOPER STRUVE & COMPANY LIMITED, LONDON, BRIGHTON, ALDERSHOT, EXETER, SOUTHEND, BRISTOL AND SHIPTON BELLINGER 
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By Appowwment 
to che late King George V1 
Marni acturers af 
Land- Rowers 
The Rover Co. Lid 


( "NN THESE DAYS when so many things have to be completed 


ae 
ax. 
with inadequate materials—or in a hurry—it is extremely satisfying to G/F 


tudy the Rover car. Here is tangible evidence of an attention to detail 
and preoccupation with finish that one might have expected to find in (SV E R 
a more leisurely age than ours. Precision in design, craftsmanship in a —~~ 
7, 
A7uU 


aoe 
construction and smoothness in performance are the qualities to which BV ently ‘id 4p e 
pay 


the Rover car owes its good reputation 





MADE RY THe ROVER COMPANY LIMITED, SOLIHULL, BIRMINGHAM ALSO DEVONSHIRE HOUSE, LONDON 





CVS-t70 





Chaplins ‘Concord’ Ports 
include selected Ruby, Tawny, 
White, and a port of 


superb vintage character. 





ers. Inside are a handy 
Men's Cologne and Men's 


Pp & Rr iS} Quiet, perfect grooming by peas 


« bad Cowes Hl London BK ’ L. 2 BOND STREET WI NEW YORK 
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Dummying Hiduminium 


Hand forging or dummying an undercarriage component under a 20 cwt. Massey hammer. 
This operation produces the rough form of the component and at the same time improves 


the grain structure of the metal thereby allowing its full mechanical properties to be developed. 


... Make light work of it with DUTY 


ALLOYS 


HIGH DUTY ALLOYS LTD., SLOUGH, BUCKS. TELEPHONE: SLOUGH 23901. INGOT, BILLETS, FORGINGS, 


The component is finally formed by stamping between steel dies. 


CASTINGS AND EXTRUSIONS IN “HIDUMINIUM’* AND ‘ MAGNUMINIUM’* * Registered Trade Marks. 
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We've solved some problems in our time! 


IN 1945 an oil company came to us witha problem. In 
measuring oil and gas pressures, they told us, recording 
instruments were lowered into the wells. The change in 
temperature during descent was resulting in false pres 
sure readings. Could we supply a battery that would pre 
heat the recording mechanism to a temperature of 160°F, 
and maintain it at that heat till it reached the well bot- 
tom? There was just one little difficulty—how to get a 
battery of 6 volts and one ampere hour capacity inside 


1 diameter of 14 inches and a length not exceeding 3 feet. 


q We designe d and pre »duced that battery —a con- 
trivance of three cylindrical cells wired end to end 
within a framework of steel rods. It fitted exactly into 
its allotted place amongst the delicate recording instru- 
ments housed inside the 4 inch diameter steel cylinder. 
And it did the job 


@ Hundreds of thousands of Chloride, Exide and 


Exide-Ironclad batteries giving good service today in 
every branch of industry, transport and communications 
owe their origin to just such a demand: ‘Here is a job 

make us a battery for it’. We have been solving that 


sort of problem for over go years. 


@ Our battery research and development organisa- 
tion is the largest and best equipped in this country 
if not in the world, It is at industry’s service always 


ready at any time to tackle another problem. 


CHLORIDE 


BATTERIES LIMITED 


Makers of Exide Batteries 


EXIDE WORKS - CLIFTON JUNCTION - NR. MANCHESTER 
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